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inr LORD, 

A GKNKRAT. request having encouraged me to become 
the Editor of a more complete collection of the post- 
humous compositions of my revered relation, the poet 
CowpKR, than has hitherto appeared,,! consider it as 
my duty to the deceased, to inscribe the volume thai 
contains them to his exalted friend, by whom the ge- 
nius of the poet was as justly appreciated, as the virtues 
of the moralist were efFi^ctually patronized, (t would 
be impertinent in «ie to attempt any new encomium 
on a writer so highly endeared to every cultivated 
mind in that country which it was the favourite exer- 
cise of his patriotjck spirit to describe and to celebrate : 
but 1 may be allowed to observe, that one of the few 
additions inserted in this collection will be particular- 
ly welcome Xo every reader of sensibility, as an eulogy 
on that attractive quality so gracefully visible in all 
the writings of Cowper. 

Permit me to close this imperfect tribute of my re- 
spect, by saying, it is my deep sense of those impor- 
tant services, for which the afflicted poet was indebted 
to the kindness of Lord Spknckr, that impels me to 
the liberty I am now taking, of thus pub'iickly declar- 
ing myself 

Tour Lordship's 
Highly obliged, and 
\ezy faithful servant, 
JOHN JOHNSON. 
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PREFACE. 



It ii incumbent on me to apprize the reader that, 
by far the greater part of the poems to which I have 
now the honour to introduce him, have been already 
published by Mr. Hayley. That endeared friend of 
the deceased poet having enriched his copious and 
faithfuMife of him with a large collection of his minor 
jiieces sooti after his death', and having since given to 
the world a distinct edition of his Translations from the 
Latin and Italian verses of Milton, every thing seem- 
ed to be accompli^ed that the merits and memory of 
a poet, so justly popular as Gowper, appeared to re- 
quire. But of late years a fresh and detached collec- 
tion of all his poems being wished? for by his friends, I 
wu flattered by their request, that I would present 
them to the publick as the editor of his third poetical 
Tolume. 

Having accepted this honourable invitation, my 
first care was to assemble as many of the editions of 
the two former volumes as I could possibly meet with, 
that nothing might be admitted into their projected 
companion which the publick already possessed in 
t^eifi. With one slight exception I believe I secured 
that desirable point. My next employment was to 
make such a copious but careful selection from the 
unpublished poetry of Gowper, which I happily pos- 
sessed ^ and which I had only imparted to a few friends, 
as, while it gratified his admirers, might in no instance 
detract from his poetical reputation. I should tremble 
for the hazard to which my partiality to the compo- 
bitions of my beloved relation exposed me in discharg- 
ing this part of my office, if I did not hope to find in 



zed by Google 



PREFACE. 6 

the reader a fondnois of the same kind , and if 1 
were not assured that a carelens or slovenly habit, in 
the production of his verses, has never been imputed 
to the author of the Task. 

The materials of the volume being thus provided, 
the ascertaining their dates was my remaining con- 
cern. In a few instances 1 found them affixed to the 
poems by their author ;. a i^w more I collected from 
intimations in his letters ; but in several, the difficulty 
of discovering thdm pressed upon myself This was 
especially the case with the very interesting additional 
poem addressed by Cowper to an unknown lady on 
reading ** the Prayer for indifference." Of the ex* 
istence of these verses I had not even heard till I was 
called on to superintend the volume, in which they 
make their first publick appearance. 1 am inclined tb 
believe, that during the ten years of my domestick 
intercourse with the poet, they had never occurred to 
his recollection. He appears to have imparted tliem 
only to his highly valued and affectionate relative, the 
Reverend Martin Madan, brother of the late Bishop 
of Peterborough, from whose Common-place Bool( 
they were transcribed by his daughter, and kindly 
communicated to me. There being nothing in Mr. 
Madan's copy of these verses from wliich their data 
could be inferred, it was only by a minute comparison 
of the poem itself with the various local and mental 
circumstances, which his life exhibits, that I was en* 
abled to discover the year of their production. I'he 
labour attending this and other instances of research, 
in which 1 have been obliged to engage for th<) pur- 
pose of ascertaining the dates of several minor poemsi 
will be best, understood by those who are practically 
acquainted with similar investigations. After all, 
there are some of which no diligence of mine eould 
develope the exact time ; but with the greater number 
1 trust their proper order of succession has been care- 
fully secured to them. 
I* 
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6 PREFACE. 

From tluB brief account df the volume before th» 
reader, I pass on to the memoir of its author. Had I not 
ahreadj embarked in a preparation of the poems, when 
I was requested to prefix a sketch of the poet's life, an 
unaffected distrust of my ability to achieve it would 
have precluded me from making such an attempt ; but 
a peculiar interest in these relicks of .Cowper having 
been wrought into my feelings, while I was arranging 
them for the press, I was unwilling to shrink from a 
proposed task, by which I might hope to contribute, in 
some degree, to the expanding, renown of my revered 
relation. I therefore venture to advance on the only 
path in the wild field of biography, in which my hum* 
ble steps could accompany Cowper, namely, ^uU in 
which I could simply 



(As in a map, the voyager his course,) 

The windings of his way through many years." 

Into this path it might seem presumptuous in me to 
invite those whom my kind and constant friend, Mr. 
Hayley, has made intimately acquainted with Cowper, 
by his extensive and just biography ; but to such 
readers as happen not to have perused his more copious 
work, I may venture to recommend the following 
" Map of Cowper's Life,*" as possessing one of its 
prime characteristicks, namely, fidelity of delineation. 

Be^ord, ^rU, 1815 
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THE LIFE OF COWPER. 



William Cowper, the Bubject of the following brief 
Memoir, was born at Great Berkhamsteadi in Hert- 
fordshire, on the fifteenth of November, 1731. Hii 
father, the Rev.. John Cowper, D. D. Rector of tJiat 
place, and one of the chaplains of Kin^ George the 
Second, married Anne, daughter of Roger Donne, 
Esq. of Lodham-hall, in the county of Norfolk. She 
died in childbed on the thirteenth of November, 1737 ; 
and he of a paralytick seizure on the tenth of July, 
1756. Of five sons and two daughters, the issue of 
this marriage, William and John only survived their 
parents : the rest died in their infancy. 

Such was his origin ; — ^but it must be added, that the 
highest blood of the realm flowed in the veins of the 
modest and unassuming. Cowper. It is perhaps already 
known that his grandfather, Spencer Cowper, waa 
Chief Justice of the Common Pleas, and next brother 
to William, first Earl Cowper, and Lord High Chan- 
cellor of England : but his mother was descended 
through the families of Hippesley of Througliley, in 
Sussex, and Pellet of Bolney, in the same county 
from the several noble houses of West, KnoUys, Ca- 
rey, Bullen, Howard, and Mowbray ; and so by four 
different lines from Henry the Third king of England. 
Distinctione of this nature can abed no additional luitM 

Vol. 2 



,y Google 



14 SKETCH OF THE 

on the memory of Cowper ; but genius, however ex- 
alted, disdains not, while it boasts not, the 8|>!endour 
of ancestry ; and royalty itself may be flattered, and 
perhaps benefited, by discovering its kindred to such 
piety, such purity, such talents as his. 

The simplicity of the times that witnessed the child- 
hood of C/owper, assigned him his first instruction at a 
day-school in his native village. The reader may re- 
collect an allusion to this circumstance in his beautiful 
Monody on the receipt of his mother's Picture, 

" the gard'ner Robin, day by day 
Drew me lo sciiool aloug the publick way, 
Delighted with my bauble coach, and wrapt 
III scarlet mantle warm, aud velvet cap." 

On the death of the beloved parent, who is so tenderly 
eommemoiated in that exquisite poem, and who just 
lived to stie him complete his sixth year, he was placed 
under the care of Dr. Pitman, of Market-street, a few 
miles distant from the paternal roof. At this respecta- 
ble academy he remained till he was eight years of 
age, when the alarming appearance of specks on both 
his eyes induced his father to send him to the liouse of 
a female oculist in London. Her attempts, however, 
to relieve him, were unsuccessful, and at the expira- 
tion of t^vo years he exchanged her residence for that 
of Westminister-school, where, sometime afterwards a 
/emedy was unexpectedly provided for him in the 
•niall-pox, which, as he says in a letter to Mr. Hayley, 
•* proved the belter occulist of the two." What de- 
gree of proficiency, as to the rudiments of education, 
iw carried with him to this venerable estjiblishmont, at 
tlie head of which was Dr. Nichols, does not appear, 
but that he left it in the year 1749, with scholastick 
attainments of the first order, is beyond a doubt. 

Afler spending three months with his father at Berk- 
hampst^ad, he was placed in the family of a Mr. Chup- 
BULOi a aolioitcri iu Loiuloo« with a view to his innlruo- 
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tion in the practice of the law. To this gentleman he 
was engaged by articles, for three yearn. The oppor* 
tunjties, however, which a residence in the house of 
hitt legal tutor afforded him, for attaining the skill that 
he was supposed to be in search of, were so far from at- 
taching him to legal studies, that he spent the greater 
part of his time in the house of a near relation. This 
he playfully confesses in the following passage of a let- 
ter to a daughter of that relative, more than thirty' yean 
afler the time he describes : ** I did actoally live three 
years with Mr. Chapman, a solicitor, that is to say, I 
slept three years in his house ; but I lived, tliat in to 
say, I spent my days in Southampton- row, as you very* 
well remember. There was I, and the future Lord 
Chancellor, constantly employed from morning to 
night in giggling and making giggle, instead of study- 
ing the law. Oh fio, cousin ! <how could you do so :" 
The 8ul)ject of this sprightly remonstrance was the 
lady Heskcth, who so materially contributed to the 
comfort of the dejected poet in his declining years , 
and the chancellor alluded to was lord Thurlow. This 
trifling anecdote is no otherwise worthy of record, 
than as it may serve to show, that the profession which 
his friends had selected for him, had nothing in it con- 
genial with the mind of Cowper. 

The three years for which be had been consigned 
to the office of the solicitor being e&pired, at the age 
of twenty -one he took possession of a set of chambers- 
in the Inner Temple. By this step he became, or ra- 
ther ought to have become, a. regular student of law ; 
but it soon appeared that the higher pursuits of jurispru- 
dence were ns little capable of fixing his attention, an 
the elementary parts of that science had proved. It i^ 
not to be supposed, indeed, that at this maturer age, he 
continued those habits of idleness and dissipation which 
have already been noticed ; but it is certain, from a 
colloquial account of his early years, with which he 
favoured his friend Mr. llayley, that literature, and 
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particularly of a poetical kind, was his principal pur- 
suit in the Temple. In the cultivation of studied so 
agreeable to his taste, he could not fail to associate 
occasionally with such of his Westminster school-fel- 
lows as were resident in London, and whom he knew 
to be eminent literary characters. The elder Colman) 
Bonnel Thornton, and Llojrd, were especially of this 
description. With these, therefore, he seems to have 
Qontracted the greatest intimacy, assisting the two for- 
mer in their periodical publication, The Connoisseur ; 
and the latter, as Mr. Hayley conjectures, in the works 
which his slender finances obliged him to engage in. 
The Duncombes also, father and son, two amiable 
scholars of Stocks, in Hertfordshire, and intimate 
friends of his surviving parent, were among the writers 
of the time, to whose poetical productions Cowper con* 
tributed. In short, the twelve years which he spent in 
the Temple, were, if not entirely devoted to classical 
pursuits', yet so much engrossed by them as to add 
little or nothing to the 8l|ender stock oP legal knowledge 
which he had previously acquired in the house of the 
solicitor. 

The prospect of a professional income of his own 
acquiring, under circumstances like these, being out of 
the question, and his patrimonial resources being near- 
ly exhausted^ it occurred to him, towards the end of the 
above-mentioned period, that not only was his long 
-cherished wish of settling in matrimonial life, thus 
painfully precluded, but he was even in danger of per- 
sonal want. It is not unlikely that his friends were 
aware of tiie probability of such an event, from the 
uniform inattention he had shown to his legal studies , 
for in the thirty -6rst year of his age they procured him 
a nomination to the offices of reading-clerk and clerk 
of the private 'Committees in the House of Lords 
But he was by no means qualified for discharging the 
duties annexed to either of these employments ; nature 
having assigned him such an extreme tenderness of 
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LIFE OF COWPER. 17 

spirit, as, to use his own powerful expression, made a 
publxk exhibition of hiinself, under any circumstances, 
*' niortiil poison" to him. No sooner, therefore, had he 
adverted to the consequence of his accepting so con- 
spicuous an appointment, tKe splendour of which he 
confesses to have dazzled him into a momentary con- 
Sent, than, it forcibly striking him at the same time, 
that sucli a favourable opportunity for his marrying 
might never occuragain, his mind became the sentof the 
most conflicting sensations. These eontinued and in- 
creased, for the space of a week, to such a painful de- 
gree, that seeing no possible way of recovering any 
measure of his former tranquillity, except by resigning 
the situation which the kindness of his friends had 
procured him, he most earnestly entreated that they 
would allow htm to do so. To this, though with great 
reluctance, they at length consented, he having offer- 
ed to exchange it for a much less lucrative indeed, but 
as he flattered himself, a less irksome office, which 
was also vacant at that time, namely, the clerkship of 
the journals in the House of Lords. 

The return of something like composure to the mind 
of Cowper was the consequence of this arrangement 
between him and his friends. It was a calm however, 
but of short duration *, for he had scarcely been possess 
ed of it three days, when an unhappy and unforeseen 
incident not only robbed him of this semblance of eom 
fort, but involved him in more than his former 
distress. A dispute in parliament, in reference to th* 
last mentioned appointment, laid him under the for* 
Diidable necessity of a personal appearance at the bar 
of the house of Lords, that his fitness for the under 
taking might be publickly acknowledged. The trem- 
bling apprehension with which the timid and exquisitely 
sensible mind of this amiable man could not fail to 
look forward to an event of this sort, rendered every 
intermediate attempt to prepare himself for the ex* 
aminatiun completely abertiv** «nd th* coiucioiil* 
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18 SKETCH OF THE 

ness that it did so, accumulated his terrours. These 
had risen, in short, to a confusion of mind so incom- 
patible with the integrity of reason, when the eve 
of the dreaded ceremony actually arrived, that his in- 
tellectual powers sunk under it. He was no lonp^er 
himself. 

In this distressing situation it was found necessary, 
in the month of December, 1763, to remove him to St. 
Alban's ; from whence, through the skilful and humane 
treatment of Dr.' Cotton, under whose care he wasvplac- 
ed, his friends hoped that he would soon return in the 
full enjoyment of his former faculties. , In the most 
material part of their wish it pleased God to indulge 
them, his recovery being happily effected in spme 
what less than eight months. Instead, however, of re- 
visiting the scenes in which his painful calamity had 
first occurred, he remained with his amiable physician 
nearly a twelve month after he had pronounced his 
cure : and that from motives altogether of a devotional 
kind. 

On this part of the poet's history it maybe proper to 
observe that although, if viewed as an originating 
cause, the subject of religion had not the remotest con- 
nexion with his mental calamity ; yet no sooner had 
the disorder assumed the shape of kyjwclwndriasisy 
which it did in a very early stage of its progress, than 
those sacred truths which prove an unfailing source of 
the most salutary contemplation to the undisturbed 
mind, were, through the influence of that distorting 
medium, converted into a vehicle of intellectual poi- 
son. 
^ A most erroneous and unhappy idea has occupied the 
minds of some persons, that those views of Christianity 
which Cowper adopted, and of which, when enjoying 
the intervals of reason, he was so bright an ornament, 
had actually contributed to excite the malady with 
which he was afflicted. It is capable of the clearest 
demonstsfatien, that nothbg was farther from the tnith» 
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On the contrary, all those alleviations of sorrow, those 
delightful anticipations of heavenly rest, those healing 
consolations to a wounded spirit, of which he was per- 
mitted to taste, at the periods when uninterrupted rea- 
son resumed its sway, were unequivocally to be ascrib- 
ed to the operation of those very principles and views 
of religion, which, in the instance before us, have 
been charged with producing so opposite an effect. 
The primary aberrations of his mental faculties were 
wholly to be attributed to other causes. But the 
time was at hand, when, by the happy interposition 
of a gracious Providence, he was to be the favoured 
subject of a double emancipation. The captivity of 
his reason was about to terminate j and a bondage, 
though hitherto unmentioned, yet of a much longer 
standing, was on th^ point of being exchanged for ihe 
delightful of all freedom. 

-" A liberty unsung 



By poets, and by seuators unprais'd ; 

• « « * « 

E'en "liberty of heart,* derived from beav'n : 

Bought with His blood who gave it to mankind, 

And seal'd with the same token !"t 

To the invaluable blessing of such a change he was as 
yet a stranger. He had been for some time convinced, 
and that on *?criptural grounds, how much he stood in 
need of it, from a perception of the fetters with which, 
so long as he was capable of enjoying them, the plea- 
sures of the world and of sense had bound his heart ; 
but till the moment of his affliction, he had remained 
spiritually a prisoner. The hour was now come when 
his prison-doors were to be unfolded ; when " he that 
openeth and no man shuttcth," was to give him a blesS' 
ed experience of what 

" Is liberty : a flight into liis arms 

Ere yet mortality's fine ihreaJs give way, 

• Rom. viii. 21 f The Task, Book V. 
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A clear escape from tyrannising^" sin, 
" And full immunily from i>eiial wo !"* 

On the 25lh of July, 1764, his brother, the Rev. 
John Cowper, Fellow of Bennet College, Cambridge, 
having been informed by Dr Cotton, that his patient 
was greatly amended, came to visit hinn The first 
sight of so dear a relative in the enjoyment of health 
and happiness, accompanied as it was with an instan- 
taneous reference to his own very different lot, occa- 
sioned in the breast of Cowper many pahiful sensations. 
For a few moments, tlie cloud of despondency which 
had been gradually removing, involved his mind in his 
former darkness. Light, however, was approaching. 
His brother invited him to walk in the garden ; whero 
so effectually did he protest to him, that t)ie appre- 
hensions he felt were all a delusion, that he burst into 
tears, and cried out, " If it be a delusion, then am I 
the happiest of beings.'* Durinsf the remainder of the 
day, which he spent with this aHoctionate brother, the 
truth of the above assertion became so increasingly 
evident to him, that when he arose the next morning, 
he wcs perfectly well. 

This, however, was but a part of the happiness 
which the memorable day we are now arrived at had 
in store for the interesting and amiable Cowper. Be-' 
fore he lefl the room in which he had breakfasted, he 
observed a Bible lying in the wiqdow-seat. He took it 
ap. Except in a single instance, and that two months 
before, he had not ventured to open one since the oarly 
days of his abode at St. Albania. But the time was 
now come when he might do it to purpose. The pro- 
fitable perusal of that divine book had been provided 
for in the most effectual manner, by the restoration at 
once of the powers of his understanding, and the su- 
peradded gift of a spiritual discernment. Under these 
&voarable circumstances, he opened the lacred vo* 
* The Task, Book V. 
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Aume at that passage of the epistle to the Romans, where 
the apostle says, that Jesus Christ is " set forth to be 
a propitiation through faith in his blood, to declare 
his righteousness for the remission of sins that are past, 
through the forbearance of God." To use the expres- 
sion employed by Cowper himself, in a written docu- 
ment from which this portion of his history is extract- 
ed, he '^ received strength to believe it;" to see the 
suitableness of the atonement of his own necessity, 
and to embrace the gospel with gratitude and joy. 

That the happiest portion of Cowper^s life was that 
on which he had now entered, appears partly froui his 
own account of the first eighteen months of the suc- 
ceeding period, and partly from the testimony of an 
endeared friend, in a letter to the writer of this brief 
memoir ; a friend, who, during the six or seven yean 
that immediately followed, was seldom removed from 
him four hours in the day. But not to anticipate what 
remains to be offered, the devotional spirit of his late 
skilful physician, and now valuable host, Dr. Cotton^ 
was so completely in unison with the feelings of Cow- 
per, that he did not take his departure from St. Aiban's 
till the 17th of June, 1765. During the latter part of 
his residence there, and subsequent to the liappy 
change just described, he exhibited a proof of the in- 
teresting and scriptural character of those views of 
religion which he had embraced in the composition of 
two hymns. These hymns he himself styled. " speci 
mens" of his " first christian thoughts ;" a circum 
stance which will greatly enhance their value in the 
minds of those to whom they have been long endeared 
by their own intrinsick excellence. The subject of the 
first of these hymns is taken from Revelation, xxi. 5. 
" Behold, I make all things new,'' and begins, " How 
blest thy .creature is, O God." The second under tho 
title of " Retirement," begins " Far from the world, O 
Lord, I flee." 
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Early ia the morning of the day above-mentioned,, 
he set out for Cambridge, on his way to Huntingdon, 
the nearest place to his own residence, at which his 
brother had been able to secure him an asylum. He 
adverts with peculiar emphasis to the sweet commu- 
nion with bis divine Benefactor, which though not 
alone, he enjoyed in silence during the whole of this 
journey ; on the Saturday succeeding which, ho re- 
paired with his brother to his destination at Hunting- 
don. 

No sooner had Mr. John Cowper left him, and re- 
turned to Cambridge, than, to use his own words, 
*< finding himself surrounded by strangers, in a place 
with which he was utterly unacquainted, his spirits 
began to sink, and he felt like a traveller in the midst 
of an inhospitable desert, without a friend to comfort, 
or a guide to direct him. He walked forth towards the 
close of the day, in this melancholy frame of mind,&iid 
having wandered a milo from the town, he was enabled 
to trust in Him who ctiroth for the stranger, and to res»t 
assured that wherever He might cast his lot, the God 
of all consolation would still be near him. 

To the question which the foregoing pathetick pas- 
sff!!e will naturally give rise in every feeling mind, 
namely, why was not Mr. Cowper advised, instead of 
hazarding his tender and convalescent spirit among the 
strangers of Huntingdon, to recline it on the bosom of 
his friends in London ? it is incumbent on the writer 
to venture a reply. It is presumed, therefore, that 
no inducement to his return, to them, which, with a 
view to their mutual satisfaction, his affectionate rela- 
tives, and most intimate friends could devise, was ei- 
ther omitted on their part, or declined without reluc- 
tance on his. But in the cultivation of the relig'^ous 
prmciples whicli, with the recovery of his reason, ho 
had lately imbibed, and which in so distinguished a 
manner it had pleased God to bless, to the re-esta* 



,y Google 



LIFE OF COWPER. 23 

blishment of his peace, ho had an interest to provide for 
of a much liigher order. This it was that inclined him 
to a life of seclusion : a measure in the adoption of 
which, though in ordinary cases, he is certainly not 
to be quoted as an example : yet crmsidering the ex- 
treme peculiarity of his own, it seems equally certain 
that he is not to be censured. There can be no doubt 
indeed, from the following passage of his poem on Re- 
tirement, that had his mind been the repository of loss 
exquisitely tender sensibilities, he would have returned 
to his duties in the Inner Temple : 

** Truth is not local, God alike pervades 
And fills the world of iraffiek and the shades, 
And may be fearM amidsi the busiest scenes, . 
Or scora'd where business never iulerveues.'' 

Of the first two months of his abode in Huntingdon, 
nothing is recorded, except that he~ gradually mixed 
witl) a few of its inhabitants, and corresponded with 
some of his early friends. But at the end of that time, 
as he was one day coming out of church, after morning 
prayers, at which he appears to have been a constant 
attendant, he was accosted by a young gentleman of 
engaging manners, who exceedingly desired to culti- 
vate his acquaintance. This pleasing youth, known 
afterwards to the publick as the Rev. William Caw- 
thorne Unwin, Rector of Stock, in Essex, to whom the 
fiuthor of the Task inscribed his poem of Tirocinium, 
was so intend upon accomplishing the object of his 
wishes, ^hat when ho took. leave of the interesting 
stranger, after sharing his walk under a row of trees, 
he had obtained his permission to drink tea with him 
Uiat day. 

This was the origin of the iittroduction of Cowper 
to the family of the Rev. Morlny Unwin, consisting of 
IwDsuiff hit wife> the boa already Bamedj aad a Uaugh* 
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ter : an event, which, when viewed in connexion with 
his remaining years, will scarcely yield, in importance, 
to any feature of his life. Concerning these engaging 
persons, whose general habits of life, and especially 
whose piety rendered them the very associater^ that 
Cowper wanted, he thus expresses himself in a letter, 
written two months after, to one of his earliest and 
warmest friends ;* " Now I know them, I wonder that 
1 liked Huntingdon so well before I knew them,'and am 
apt to think I should find every place disagreeable that 
had not an Unwin belonging to it." 

The house which Mr. Unwin inhabited was a large 
and convenient dwelling in the High-street in which 
he had been in the habit of receiving a few domestick 
pupils to prepare them for the University. At the di- 
vision of the October Term, one of these students be- 
ing called to Cambridge, it was proposed that the soli- 
tary lodging which Cowper occupied should be exchang- 
ed for the possession of the vacant place. On the 11th 
of November, therefore, in the same year, he com- 
menced his residence in this agreeable family. But 
the calamitous death of Mr. Unwin, by a fall from his 
horse, aB he was going to his church on a Sunday morn- 
ing, the July twelvemonth following, proved the signal 
of a further removal to Cowper, who,' by a series of 
providential incidents, was conducted with the family 
of his deceased friend to the town of Olney, in Buck* 
inghamshire, on the 14th of October 1767. The in- 
strument whom it pleased God principally to employ 
in bringing about this important event, was the Rev. 
John Newton, then curate of that parish, and after- 
wards rector of St. Mary Woolnoth in London : a most 
exemplary divine, indefatigable in the discharge of his 
ministerial duties ; in which, so far as was consistent 
with the province of a layman, it became the happi* 
nesB of Cowper to strengthen his hands. 

•Joseph Hill, Esq. 
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G-reat was the value which Cowper set on the friend- 
ship and intercourse which for some years he had the 
privilege of enjoying with the estimable author of Car- 
diphonia. This appears by the following passage in one 
' of his letters to that venerable pastor ; *^ The honour 
of your preface, prefixed to my poems, will be on my 
side ; for surely to be known as the friend of a much 
favoured minister of God's word, is a more illustrious 
distinction in reality than to have the friendship of 
any poet in the world to boast of." A correspondent 
testimony of the estimation in which our poet was held 
by his friend Mr. Newton is clearly deducible from 
the introductory words of the preceding sentence ', 
and is abundantly furnished in the preface itself. 

A very interesting part of the connexion thus hap- 
pily established between Mr. Cowper and Mr. Newton, 
was afterwards brought to light in the publication of 
the Olney Hymns, which was intended as a monument 
of the endeared and joint labours of these exemplary 
christians. To this collection Mr. Cowper contributed 
sixty-eight compositions. 

From the commencement of his residence at Olney 
till January, 1773, a period of five years and a quarter, 
it does not appear that there was any material inter- 
ruption either of the health or religious comfort of this 
excellent man. His feelings, however, must have re- 
ceived a severe sliock in February, 1770, when he was 
twice summoned to Cambridge by the illness of his be- 
loved brother, which terminated fatally on the 20th of 
the following month. How far this afflictive event 
might conduce to such a melancholy catastrophe, it is 
impossible to judge ; but certain it is, that at this period 
a renewed attack of his former hypochondriacal com- 
plaint took place. It is remarkable that tlie prevailing 
distortion of his afflicted imagination became then not 
only inconsistent with the dictates of right reason, but 
iras entirely at variance with overy distinguishing 
characteristick of that religion which had so long prov- 
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ed th« incitement to his useful laboursi and the sonree 
of his mental consolations. Indeed, so powerful and 
so singular was the effect produced on his mind by tb^ 
influence of the malady, that while for many stibsc- 
quent years it admitted of his exhibiting the most mas- 
terly and delightful display of poetical, epistolary, and 
conversational ability, on the greatest variety of sub- 
jects, it constrained him from that period, both in his 
conversation and letters, studiously to abstain from 
every allusion of a religious nature. Tet no one could 
doubt that4hc hand and heart from which, even under 
BO mysterious a dispensation, such exquisite descrip- 
tions of sacred truth and feeling afterwards proceeded, 
- must have been long and faithfully devoted to his God 
and Father. The testimonies of his real piety were 
manifested to others, when least apparent to himself 
But where it pleased God to throw a veil over the men- 
tal and spiritual consistency of this excellent and 
afflicted man, it would ill become us rudely to invade 
• the divine prerogative by attempting to withdraw it. 

Under the grievous visitation above-mentioned, Mrs. 
Unwin, whom he had professed to love as a mother, 
was as a guardian angel to this interesting sufferer. 
Day and night she watched over him. Inestimable 
likewise was the friendship of Mr. Newton : *^ Next to 
the duties of my ministry/* said that venerable pastor, 
in a letter to the autlior of this memoir, more than 
twenty years afterwards, ** it was the business of my 
life to attend him." 

For more than a twelvemonth subsequent to this at- 
tack, Cowper seems to bave been totally overwhelmed 
by the vehemence of his disorder. But in March, 1774, 
he was so far enabled to struggle with it, as to seek 
amusement in the taming his three hares, and in the 
construction of boxes for them to dwell in. From me- 
chanical amusements he proceeded to epistolary em- 
ployment, a specimen of which, addrejsed to liis friend 
Mr, Uawin who bad beeamme years lettled at Siook, 
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in Essex, iu the summer of 1778, shows that h« had, 
in a crrcat measure, recovered his admirable faculties. 

In 1770 ho accompanied Mrs. Unwin in a post-chaiso , 
to viow the gardens of Ga)'hurst ; an excursion of 
which ho informs her son in a playful letter. 

In the autumn of this year we find him reading the 
Biography of Johnson, and, with the exception of what 
ho terms his " unmerciful treatment of Milton," ox- 
pressing himself '* well entertained" with it. 

One of his earliest amusements, in ]7dn, was the com- 
position of the beautiful fable of '' The Nightingale 
and the Glow-worm ;" after wtiich ho betook himself 
to the drawing of landscapes : an employment of which 
he grew passionately fond, though he had never been 
instructea m the art. This attachment to the pencil 
was particularly seasonable, as in the midst of it he 
lost his friend Mr. Newton, who was called to the 
charge of St. Mary Woolnoth, in London. With a 
provident care, however, for his future welfare, this 
excellent man obtained his permission to introduce to 
him the Rev. William Bull, of Newport Pagnell, who 
from that time regularly visited him once a fortnight: 
and whom Cowper aflerwards described to his friend 
Unwin, as " a man of letters and of genius, master of a 
fine imagination, or rather not master of it *,'* who 
could be " lively without lovity, and pensive without 
dejection." As the year advanced, Hume's History, 
and the Biographia Britannica engaged his attention, 
though the amusements of the garden were his chief 
resource, and had banished drawing altogether. These, 
with the frequent exercise of his epistolary talent, and 
the- occasional production of a minor piece of poetry, 
in the composition of which the entertainment of him- 
self and his friends was his only aim, led him to the 
important month of December, in this year, when he 
was to sit down with the secret intention of writmg 
for the publick ; an intention, however, which his ex- 
treme humility took care to couple in hii mind with 
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this proviso, that a bookseller could he found who 

would run the risk of publishing his productions. 

Between tliat time and March, 1781, the four first of 
his larger poems were completed ; namely, Table Talk, 
The Progress of Errour, Truth, and Expostulation. 
These, together with the small pieces contained in the 
earliest edition of that volume, were sent to the press 
in the following May : Mr. Johnson, of St. Paul's 
Church-yard, who had been recommended to the poet 
by Mr. xNewton, having, as he informed his friend at 
Stock, " heroically set all peradventures at defiance," 
as to the expense of printing, " and taken the whole 
charge upon himself." 

The operation of the press, however, had scarcely 
commenced, when it was suggested to the author, that 
the season of publication being so far elapsed, it would 
be adviseable to postpone the appearance of his book 
till the ensuing winter. This delay was productive of 
two advantages ', it enabled him to correct the press 
himself, and nearly to double the quantity of the pro- 
iected volume ; to which, by the 24th of June, he had 
added the poem of Hope ; by the 12th of July, that 
,. -of Charity, and by the 19th of October, those of Con? 
versation and Retirement. 

Whilst the poet was occupied in the extension of his 
, work, there arrived at the neighbouring village of Clif- 
ton, a lady who was, in due time, to make a most 
agreeable addition to his society, and to whom tlie pub- 
lick were afterwards indebted for the first suggestion of 
the Sofa, as they were also to Mrs. Unwin for that of 
the Progress of Errour, as a subject for Cowper's muse. 
The writer alludes to Lady Austen, the widow of Sir 
Robert Austen, Baronet, whose first introduction to the 
poet and his friends occurred in the summer of 1781 ; 
a memorable era in the life of Cowper. . The Ihnits, 
however, of a contracted narrative, such as this pro- 
fesses to be, will only allow me here to introduce the 
brief character of this accomplished lady, which Cow- 
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pei despatched to his friend Unwin, in the month of 
August of this year ; namely, *' that she had seen much 
of the world, understood it well, had high spirits, a 
lively fancy, and great readiness of conversation.'* 
The frequent visits of this pleasing associate to her 
new acquaintance at Olney, gave rise to that familiar 
epistle in rhyme, which the poet addressed to her on 
her return to London ; it is dated December 17, I78t. 
The last mouth 9f that year, and the two first of the 
year following, appear to have been employed by 
Cowper in correcting the press, in epistolary corre- 
^ondence, and in desultory reading. 

The year 1782 was also an eventful period in the life 
of the poet In March his first volume issued from 
the press. In the summer Mr. Bull engaged him in the 
translation of Madam Guion ; and by means of a small 
portable printing-press, given him by Lady Austen, 
who had returned from London to Cliflon, he became 
a printer as well as a writer of poetry. In October of 
the same year, the pleasant poem of John Gilpin sprang 
up, like a mushroom, in a night. The story on which 
it is founded, having been related to him by Lady 
Austen, in one of their evening parties, it was versi- 
fied in bed, and presented to her the next morning in 
the shape of a b^illad. Before the close of the year 
Lady Austen was settled in the parsonage at Olney. 

The consequence of this latter arrangement was a 
more frequent intercourse between the lady and her 
friends. Mr. Unwin, indeed, is informed, in a letter 
whiclv he received from Mr. Cowper in January, 1783, 
that " they passed their days alternately at each other's 
, chateau." This eventually led to the publication of 
the Task Lady Austen, as an admirer of Milton, was 
fond of blank verse. She wished to engage Cowper in 
that species of composition. For a long time he de- 
clined it. The lady, however, persevered, till, in June 
or July of the same year, he promised to write if she 
' 3» 
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. would furnish the subject. '< O !" she replied, " you 
can never be in want of a subject ; you can write upon 
any : — write upon this sofa !" " The poet," says Mr. 
Hayley, " obeyed lier command, and from tiie liyely 
repartee of familiar conversation arose a poem of many 
thousand verses, unexampled perhaps both in its origin 
and excellence ! A poem of such infinite variety, that 
it seems to include every subject, and every style, with- 
out any dissonance or disorder ; and to have flowed 
without effort, from inspired philanthropy, eager to 
impress upon the hearts of all readers whatever may 
lead them most happily to the full enjoyment of ha- 
man life, and to the final attainment of heaven." 

The progress of this enchanting performance appeani 
to have been this. The first four books, and part of 
the fifth, were written by the 22d of February, 1764 ; 
the final verses of the poem in September following ; 

I and in the begiilning of October the work was sent to 
the press. The arrangements with the bookseller were 
entrusted to Mr. Unwin. During the period of its 
production, the evenings of the poet appear to have 
been constantly devoted to a coursie of diversified read- 
ing to the ladies. Such as Hawkesworth's Voyages, 
L'Estrange's Josephus, Johnson's Prefaces, The The- 
ological Miscellany, Beattie's and Blair's Lectures, 
the ^* Foho of four Pages," and the Circunmavigations 
of Cook. This may in some measure account for the 
comparatively slow execution of the latter part of the 
work, and indeed of the whole, with reference to the 
former volume. But the following passage of a letter 
to Mr. Newton, dated October 30, 1784, will explain 
it more fully. '^ I mentioned it not sooner," namely, 
that he was engaged in the work, " because, almost 
to the last, I was doubtful whether I should ever bring 
it t9 a conclusion, working often in such distress of 
mmd, as while it spurred me to the work, at the same 
time threatened to disqualify me for it " After it was 
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sent to the press, he added the poem of Tirocinium, 
two hundred lines of which were written in 1782, and 
the remainder in October and November , 1784. 

On the 2l8t of this month he began his translation 
of Homer, which, together with the completion of The 
TasJi, proves the year 1784 to have been an active 
period in the Ufe of Cowper. A no less striking occur* 
rence of that year was the termination of his inter- 
course witl^ Lady Austen. For a just statement of 
that sudden event, which, while it by no means low- 
ered the character of either of the ladies, exceedingly 
elevated that of Cowper, the reader is referred to the 
biography of Hay ley. 

The year 1785 was marked by the publication of the 
second volume of his poems in June or July, contain* 
ing The Task, Tirocinium, The Epistle to Joseph Hilly 
Esq. and the diverting History of John Gilpin ; also, 
by the production of many excellent letters, among 
which thoee to^his cousin, lady Hesketh, who had late- 
ly returned from a residence in Italy, and renewed her 
correspondence with him on the appearance of his 
second volume, are peculiarly interesting. With the 
exception of a few of his smaller pieces, his poetical 
employment this year was confined to the translation 
of Homer. 

The same may be said of the succeeding year, which| 
however, was distinguished by three remarkable oc- 
currences : the arrival of lady Hesketh, at Olney, in 
June : Cowper's removal to the Lodge in the adjoining 
Tillage of Weston Underwood, in November ; and the 
death of Mr. Unwin, in the same month. To the first 
of these events he thus alludes in a letter to Mr. Hill ; 
** My dear cousin's arrival here, as it could not fail to 
do, made us happier than we ever were at Olney. Her 
great kindness in giving us her company is a cordial 
that I shall feel the effect of, not only while she is here, 
but while I live ;" to the seconjd, thus, in a letter to 
the same friend, ** I find myself here situated exactly 
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to my mind. Weston is one of the prettiest villages 
in England, and the walks about it, at all seasons of the 
year, delightful. I know that you will :cjoice with me 
in the change that we have^made, and for whicl) I am 
altogether indebted to lady Hesketh *,*' and to the third, 
thuS) in concluding a letter to that I''*dy, *' So farewell 
my fViend Unwin ! The first man for whom I conceiv* 
ed a friendship after my removal from St. Alban's, and 
for whom I cannot but still feel a friendship, thongh I 
■hall see thee with these eyes no more.*' 

Early in January, 1787, he was attacked with a ner- 
vous fever, which obliged him to discontinue bis poeti- 
cal efforts till the October following. A few days after 
the commencement of this indisposition, he received a 
visit from a stranger, whidh he thus notices in a letter 
to lady Hesketh : ** A young gentleman called here 
yesterday, who came six miles out of his way to see 
me. He was on a journey to London from Glasgow/ 
having just lefl the University there. He came, I sup- 
pose, partly to satisfy his own curiosity, but chiefly, 
as it seemed, to bring me the thanks of some of, the 
Scotch Professors for ifiy two volumes. His name is 
Rose, an Englishman. Your spirits being good, yoa 
will derive more pleasure from this incident than I can 
at present, therefore I send it." This interesting and 
accomplished character was aflerwards of singular use 
to Cowper, during a friendship which originated in the 
above visit, and which was terminated only by the 
death of the poet. As an early instance of this utility, 
and that with reference to the paramount wants of the 
mind, he introduced his new acquaintance to the poetry 
of Bums, with which he was so much pleased as to read 
it twice. It was succeeded in the office of relieving his 
depressed spirits by the Latin.Argenis of Barclay ; The 
Travels of Savary into Egypt ; Memoirs du Baron de 
Tott ; Fenn's Original Letters ; The Letters of Fre^ 
derick of Bohemia ; Memoirs of d' Henri de Lorraine* 
Duo de Guise; and The Letters of his yoong velativ* 
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Spencer Madan, to Priestley. In allusion to this mtero 
val of cessation from the labours of the pen, he sajs in 
a letter to Mr. Rose, " When I cannot walk, I read, 
and read perhaps more than is good for me. But I can- 
not be idle. The only mercy that I show myself in 
this rei^ect is, that I read nothing that requires much 
closeness of application." Conversing, however, with 
men and things, through the medium of books, was not 
his only resource in this season of illness. He had an 
infinitely better medicine of this kind, in the society 
of his valuable friends at the Hall, and the many pleas- 
ing acquaintances to which their hospitality introduc- 
ed him. Indeed the kindness of Sir John and lady 
Throckmorton, always a cordial to the spirits of Cow- 
per from the time he knew them, was especially such 
under his present circumstances. As a proof of its 
happy influence on the mind of the poet, he was ena- 
bled in the autumn to resume his translation of Homer, 
which, with the renewal of his admirable letters to 
several friends, and the production of his first mortua- 
ry verses for the clerk of Northampton, comprised all 
his literary performances to the conclusion of the year. 

In 1788 his venerable uncle, Ashley Cowper, Esq. 
the father of lady Hesketh, died at the age of eighty- 
seven ; an event which he pathetically alludes to in 
several of the letters of this period, and the ill efiect 
of which on his spirits was happily prevented by the 
successive visits at the lodge of the Rev. Matthew 
Powley and his amiable partner, the daughter of Mrs. 
Unwin ; his old friends the Newtons, Mr. Rose, and 
lady Hesketh. 

The reappearance at the Lodge of the two last men- 
tioned visiters is recorded in his letters of 1789, which 
was also devoted to Homer and the muse. 
^ In January, 1790, thp writer of this sketch, who had 
hitherto enjoyed no personal intercourse with his rela- 
tive, but for whom, ten years after, was reserved the 
melancholy office of closing his eyes, introduced him- 
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self to the poet as the grandson of his mother*^ bro- 
ther, the Rev. Roger Donee, late rector of Catfield, 
in Norfolk. His total ignorance of what had befallen 
that branch of his family, during the twenty-seven 
years of bis retirement from the world, would of itscl. 
have secured his attention to a visiter so circumstanc- 
ed, even if his heart had been a stranger to the hospita^ 
ble virtues. But as no human bosom was ever more 
under the influence of those blessed qnalities than 
Cowper^s, the reception which his kinsman met with 
was peculiarly pleasing. The consequence was a re- 
petition of his visit in the same year, and indeed the 
passing of the chief of his academical recesses at the 
Lodge, and his clerical leisure afterwards, till, by the 
appointment of Providence, he transplanted tliis inter* 
esting man with his enfeebled companion into Nor- 
folk, as will appear in the sequel of these pages. 

Perceiving that his new and valuable acquaintance 
dwelt with great pleasure on the memory of his mother, 
the kinsman of Cowper, on his return home, was espe- 
cially careful to despatch to him her picture, as a pre- 
sent from his cousin, Mrs Bodham. To the arrival of this 
portrait, an original in oils, by Heins, he thus adverts 
in a letter to thai lady, dated February 27, 17U0 ; "The 
world could not have furnished you with a present so 
acceptable to me as the picture which you have so 
kindly sent me. I received it the night before last, and 
viewed it with a trepidation of nerves and spirits some- 
what akin to what I should have felt had the dear origi- 
nal presented herself to my embraces. I kissed it, and 
Iiung it where it is the last object that I see at night, 
and of course the first on which I open my eyes in the 
morning." The receipt of this picture gave rise to 
the Monody so justly a favourite with the public, when 
it appeared in the later editions of his poems. 

On the 35th of August, in this year, he completed his 
translation of the Iliad and Odyssey of Homer into 
blank verse, which he had begun en the 21st of Noveio- 
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ber, 1764. Daring eight months of this time he was 
hindered by indisposition, so that he was occupied in 
the work, on the whole, five years and one month. On 
the 8th of September the writer of this narrative had 
the gratification to convey it to- St. Paars Church-yard, 
with a view to its consignment to the press ; during its 
continuance in which, the translator gave the work a 
second revisal. The Iliad was dedicated to h» young 
noble relative, earl Cowper ; and the Odyssey to the 
illustrious lady of whom be thus writes to his kinsman 
•f Norfolk, on the 28th of November, 1790 : « We had 
a visit on Monday from one of the first women in the 
world ; in point of character, I moan, and accomplish- 
ments, the dowager lady Spencer. 1 may receive, 
perhaps, some honours hereafter, should my transla 
tion speed according to my wisiies and the pains I 
have taken with it ; but shall never receive any that I 
shall esteem so highly. She is indeed worthy to whom 
I should dedicate ; and may but my Odyssey prove as 
worthy of her, I shall have nothing to fear from the 
critic^." Lady Hesketh also paid him this year her 
usual visit, which extended into the next. 

The year 1791 was marked by the completion oi 
the second revisal of his Homer, on th« 4th of March ; 
and by the return of the last proof-«heet of that work 
to the publisher on the 12th of June. Also by the 
commencement of his correspondence with the poet 
Hurdis ; the s;iggestion of the Four Ages, Infancy, 
Youtli, Manhood, and Old Age, as a subject for his 
muse, by his very pleasing and welt informed clerical 
neighbour, Mr. Buchanan of Ravenstone ;'and the sea- 
sonable visit of three of his Norfolk ' relations, Mrs. 
Balls, Miss Johnson, and her brother in the vacant 
period between the conclusion of his employment as 
translator of Homer, and the beginning of a new litera- 
ry engagement, which he thus announces to Mr. Rose, 
on the 14tli of September of this year : " A Milton, 
Chat is to rivali and, if poBsUjloi to exceed in splendour 
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Boydell'fl Shakspeare, is in contemplation, and I am 
in the editor's office, Fuseli is the painter. My business 
will be to select notes from others, and to write origi* 
nal notes ; to translate the Latin and Italian poemsy 
and to give a correct text." He addressed himself to 
the work with diligence, and by the end of the year 
had advanced to the. Epitaphium Damonis. 

In the early part of 1792 he had to encounter the loss 
of his agreeable associates at Weston-hall, the death of 
Sir Robert Throckmorton having accasioned their re- 
moval to a seat in. Oxfordshire ; an event which he 
tenderly alludes to in concluding a letter to the poet 
Hurdis. His engagement with Milton, the society pf 
lady* Hesketh, and of his friend Rose, but more espe- 
cially the consideration of who was to succeed his old 
neighbours in the hospitable mansion, namely, the next 
brother of the Baronet,* who was on the eve of mar- 
riage with Catharina, the favourite of the poet, sup- 
ported his spirits at this trying period. 

The next remarkable feature in the history of Cow- 
per, is the commencement of his correspondence with 
Mr. Hayley. The limits of this narative wiU not ad- 
mit of a detail of the singular circumstances which 
gave rise to it, but it was scarcely entered upon, before, 
in writing to lady Hesketh, Cowper says of his new 
epistolary acquaintance, " I account him the chief ac- 
quisition that my own verse has ever procured me." In 
the following May, a personal interview took place be- 
tween the two poets/ thus noticed by Cowper in writ- 
ing to his kinsman of Norfolk : ** Mr. Hayley is here 
on a visit. We have formed a friendship that I trust 
will last for life." A few days after, Mrs. Unwin was 
•truck with the palsy, which deprived her of the pow- 
er of articulation, and the use or her right hand and 
arm. Under the pressure of this domestick affliction, 
he thus writes to Lady Hesketh ; '* It has happened 

* George Courteuay Tbrockmortoa, Esq. now Mr. Courte- 
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well, that of all men living , the man most qualified to 
assist and comfort me, is here, though till within these 
few days I never saw him, and a few weeks since had 
no expectation that I ever should. You have already 
guessed that I mean Hayley !" 

Early in June, Mr. Hayley left the Lodge, having 
obtained a promise from its inhabitants, that if it should 
please Grod to continue the convalescent symptoms of 
Mrs. Unwin, which had begun to be exhibited, they 
would visit Eartham in the course of the summer. 
The new guest of Cowper was succeeded by the wri- 
ter of this sketch, who, without consulting the poet, 
ventured to introduce to him Abbott the Painter, one 
of the most successful artists of that period, in secur* 
ing to a portrait the likeness of its original. In allu- 
nion to the fidelity of the copy he was then produeing, 
Cowper playfully says, in a letter to Mr. Hayley, 

Abbott is painting me so true, 

That (trust me) you would stare> 
And hardly know at the first view, 

Iff were here, or there. 

in the beginning of August, the party set out on tiieir 
way to Eartham, where they arrived on the evenin^^ 
of the third day, and where the most cordial and af> 
fectionate reception that it was possible for guests to ' 
meet with, awaited them from the owner of that ele- 
gant villa. This had a happy effect upon the spirits 
of Cowper, which had been in some measure depress* 
ed by the romantick moonlight scenery of the Sussex 
hills, over which he had }ust passed, and whose bold 
and striking outline so far surpassing any images of 
the kind with which the last thirty years had pre8eii(*> 
ed him, aurried back his recollection to those timet 
when he had scarcely known what trouble was. 

In this delightful retreat he remained till about the 
middle of the following month, his kind host doing 
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every thing that even the purest fraternal friendship 
could dictate for the comfort of the poet. and his in- 
firm cpmpanion ; who were both benefited by his be- 
nevolent exertions, the one considerably in spirits, 
and tlie other somewhat in health. During the visit 
of Cowpcr to Eartham, a fire head of him in crayon 
was executed by Ronmey, who joined the party, as 
did also that ingenious novelist and pleasing poetess 
Charlotte Smith, the "friendly Carwardine," of 
Earl's Colne Priory, and the author of " The Village 
Curate," soon after the arrival of the guests from 
Weston. Their society was also enlivened by the en- 
dearing attentions of the amiable and accomplished 
youth, for whose future enjoyment, after a life of pro- 
fessional labour, the scenery of Eartham had been so 
fondly embellished by an affectionate parent, but to 
whom Providence allotted an early grave in the very 
same year and month in which the illustrious visiter 
of his beloved father was consigned to the tomb. 

The literary engagements of Cowper while he re- 
sided at Eartham, are thus noticed by his faithful bi- 
ographer : '^ The morning hours, that we cculd bestow 
upon books, were chiefly devoted to a complete re- 
visal and correction of all the translations which my 
friend had finished, from the Latin and Italian poetry 
of Milton : and we generally amused ourselves after 
dinner in forming together a rapid metrical version 
of Andreini's Adamo. But the constant care which 
the delicate health of Mrs. Unwin required, rendered 
it impossible for us to be very assiduous in study." 

The termination of their visit to Mr. Hayley be- 
ing arrived, a journey of four days restored the party 
to the lodge at Weston ; but not the poet to a re- 
lumption of his Miltonick employment. In addition 
to the above-mentioned obstacle, the hahu of study 
had so totally lefl him, that instead of beginning his 
dissertations on the Paradise Lost, as he had intend- 
«d| ha thus writes to this kinsiuan, who had returned 
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into Norfolk : <* I proceed exactly as when you were 
here — a letter now and then before breakfast, and the 
rest of my time all holy-day : if holy-day it may b« 
called that is spent chiefly in moping and munng, and 
* forecasting the fashion of uncertain evils' " 

On the 4th of March, 1793, he says in a letter to bifl 
friend; the Reverend Walter Bagot : *^ While the win- 
ter lusted I was miserable with a fever on my spirits ; 
when the spring began to approach, I was seized with 
an inflammation in my eyes ; and ever since I have been 
able to use tliem, have been employed in giving more 
last touches to Homer, who is on the point of going 
to the press again." At the request of his worthy book* 
seller, he added explanatory notes to his revision ; in 
allusion to which he writes in May to his friend Rose. 
<< I breakfast every morning on seven or eight pages of 
the Greek commentators. For so much am I obliged 
to read in order to select perhaps three or four short 
notes for the readers of my translation." He says to 
Mr. Hay ley, in the same month, '* I rise at six every 
morning, and fag till near eleven, when I breakfast. — 
I cannot spare a moment foe eating in the early part 
of the morning, having no other time to study." The 
truth is that his grateful affectionate spirit devoted all 
the rest of the day, from break&st, to the helpless 
state of his afflicted companion ; of whose similar at* 
tentions to his own necessities he had had such abun- 
dant experience. There can be no doubt that an ar- 
rangemeni of this sort was highly prejudicial to the 
health of Cowper, and that It hastened the approach 
of the last calamitous attack with which this interest- 
ing sufferer was yet to be visited. For the present, 
however, he was supported under it ; writing pleasantly 
thus to Mr. Hayley in October ; " On Tuesday, we 
expect company — Mr. Rose, and Lawrence the painter. 
Yet once more my patience is to be exercised, and 
once more I am made to wish that my face had been 
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noyeable, to put on and take off at ; learire, so as ta 

he portable in a band-box, and sent to the artist." 

In the following month Mr. Hayley paid his second 
tisit to Weston, where he found the writer of this nar- 
rative and Mr. Rose. " The latter," says the biogra- 
pher of Cowper, " came recently from the seat of 
lord Spencer, in Northamptonshire, and commissioned 
by that accomplished nobleman to inyite Cowper and 
his guests to Althorpe, where my friend Gibbon wa» 
to make a visit of considerable continuance. All the 
guests of Cowper noW recommended it to him very 
strongly to venture on this little excursion, to a house 
whose master he most cordially respected, and whose 
library alone might be regarded as a magnet of very 
powerful attraction to every elegant scholar. I wish- 
ed," continues Mr. Hayley, " to see Cowper and Gib- 
bon personally acquainted, oecause I perfectly knew 
the real benevolence of both } for widely as they might 
differ on one important article, they were both able 
and worthy to appreciate and enjoy the extraordinary 
mental powers of each other. But the constitutional 
shyness of the poet conspires with the present infirm 
8tat» of Mrs. Unwin to prevent their meeting. He 
sent Mr. Rose and me to make his apology for declin- 
ing BO honourable an invitation." 

In a few days from this time the guests of Cowper 
left him, and before the end of the year he thus writes 
to his friend of Eartham : " It is a great relief to me 
that my Miltonick labours are suspended. I am now 
busied in transcribing the alterations of Homer, havmg' 
finished the whole revisal. I must then write a new 
preface, which done, I shall endeavour immediately to 
descant on ' The Four Ages.' " 

Instead, however, of recording the prosecution of 
this poem, as the work of the beginning of the follow- 
ing year, it becomes the painful daty of the author of 
this memoir to exhibit the truly excellent and pitiable 
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mibject of it as very differently emplaycd, and as com- 
mencing his descent into tliose depths of a|9icticn from 
which his spirit was only to emerge by departing from 
the earth. Writing to Mr. Rose, in January, 1794, lie 
says, '' I have just ability enough to transcribe, whioh 
is all that I can do at present : God knows that I write 
at' this moment, under the pressure of sadness not to bo 
described." It was a happy circumstance that lady 
Hesketh had arrived at Weston a few weeks previou3 
to this calamitous attack, the increasing infirmities of 
Cowper s aged companion, Mrs. Unwin, having reduc- 
ed her to a state of second childhood. Towards the 
end of February, the care of attending to his afflicted 
relative was for a short time engaged in by the writer 
of these pages, who had scarcely returned to his pro- 
fessional duties, when, in consequence of an affection- 
ate summons from Cowper's valuable neighbour, and 
highly respected friend, the Rev. Mr. Greatheed of 
Newport Pagnel, Mr. Hayley repaired to the Lodge. 
During the continuance of bis visit, which was extend- 
ed to several weeks, all expedients were resorted to, 
which the most tender ingenuity could devise, to pro- 
mote the object which had given rise to it. But though 
the efi^orts of this cordial and tried friend to restore the 
poet to any measure of cheerfulness, were altogether 
ineffectual, yet, as a reward for his humanity, it pleas- 
ed God to refresh his benevolent spirit, at this time, 
by the success of a plan for the benefit of Cowper, the 
idea of which had originated with himself. The cir- 
cumstance alluded to is thus related by the biographer 
of the poet : " It was on the 23d of April, 1794, in 
one of those melancholy mornings, when his compas- 
sionate friend lady Hesketh and myself were watching 
together over this dejected sufferer, that a letter from 
Lord Spencer arrived at Weston, to announce the in- 
tended grant of such a pension from his majesty to 
Cowper, as would ensure an honourable competence 
for th« residue of his life. This inttlligonct produced 
4* 
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in the frLands of the poet very lively emotioni of de- 
light, yet . blended with pain almost as powerful ; Vor 
it was painful, in no trifling degree, to reflect, that 
these desirable smiles of good fortune could not im- 
part even a faint glimmering of joy to the dejectea 
invalid. 

" His friends, however, had the animating hope, that 
4 day would arrive when they might see him receive 
with a cheerful and joyous gratitude, this royal recom- 
pense for merit universally acknowledged. They knew 
that when he recovered his suspended faculties, he 
must be particularly pleased, to find himself chiefly 
indebted for his good fortune to the active benevolence 
of that nobleman, who, though not personally ac- 
quainted with Cowper, stood, of all his noble friends, 
the highest in his esteem." ^ He was unhappily disa- 
bled," continues his biographer, ^* from feeling the fa- 
vour he received, but an annuity of three hundred a year 
was graciously secured to him, and rendered payable 
to his friend Mr. Rose, aa the trustee of Cowper." 

Another extract from Mr. Hayley will advance the 
memoir to the close of the poet's residence in Buck- 
inghamshire. ** From the time when I left my unhappy 
friend at Weston, in the spring of the year 1794, he 
remained there, under the tender vigilance of his affec- 
tionate relation, lady Hesketh, till the latter £nd of 
July, 1795 ; — a long season of the darkest depression ' 
in which the best medical advice, and the influence of 
time, appeared equally unable to lighten that afflictive 
burthen which pressed incessantly on his spirits." 

A few weeks prior to the last mentioned period the 
task of superintending this interesting sufierer was 
•gain shared with Lady Hesketh by her former associ- 
ate from Norfolk ; to whom it forcibly occurred, one 
day, as he reflected on the inefficacy of the air and 
scenery of Weston in promoting the return of health 
to his revered relation, that perhaps a summer's resi- 
-cbiMM bj the Ma^de might reitoos him tq the eiL« 
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joyment of that invaluable blessing. Lady Hesketh, 
to whom he communicated this idea, being of the same 
opipion, arrangements were speedily made for hia 
conducting the two venerable invalids from Bncking- 
hamshire into Norfolk, whom, after a residence there 
of a few months, he hoped to reconduct to the Lodge 
in amended health and spirits. 

It was a singularly happy circumstance that in this 
projected departure from his beloved Weston, neither 
Cowper, noi Mrs. Unwin, nor either of their friends, 
thought of any thing further than a temporary absence. 
For had the measure been suggested under the idea of 
a final separation from that endeared residence, which 
was eventually found to have been the intention of 
Providence, the anguish of Cowper in passing for the 
last time over the threshold of his favourite retire- 
ment, and in taking leave of Lady Hesketh for ever, 
miglit not only have proved fatal to the delicate health 
of his affectionate relative, but have so extended itself 
to the breast of his conductor, as to have deprived him 
of the necessary fortitude for sustaining so long a jour- 
ney with so helpless a charge. Nothing of the kind, 
however, having entered into the calculation of either 
party, both the setting out for Norfolk, on Tuesday 
the 28th of July, 1795, and the subsequent travelling 
thither of three days, were unattended with any pecu- 
liarly distressing circumstances. 

^As it was highly important to guard against the ef- 
fect of noise and tumuH on the shattered nerves of the 
desponding traveller, care was taken that a relay of 
horses should be ready on the skirts of the towns of 
Bedford and Cambridge, by which means he pasved 
through those places without stopping. On the even- 
ing of the first day, the quiet village of St. Neots, near 
Eaton, afforded as convenient a resting-place for the 
party as could have been desired ; and the peaceful 
moonlight scenery of the spot, as Cowper walked with 
hie kinsman np and down th« chur<^b-yard, bid so 
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favourable an cfToct on his spirits, that he conyersed 
with him, with much composure, on the subject of 
Thomson's Seasons, and tlie circumstances under 
which they were probably written. 

This gleam of cheerfulness with which it pleased God 
to visit the afflicted poet, at the commencement of his 
journey, though nothing that may at all compared 
with it was ever again exhibited in his conversation, is 
yet a subject of grateful remembrance to the writer of 
this sketch ; for though it vanished, from the breast of 
Cowper, like the dew of the morning, it preserved the 
sunshine of hope in his own mind, as to the final reco- 
very of his revered relative ; and that cheering hope 
never forsook liim till the object of his incessant care 
was sinking into the valley of the shadow of death. 

At the close of the second day's journey, Uie poet 
and his aged companion found in tlie solitary situation 
of Barton Mills a convenient place to rest at ; and the 
third day brought them to North Tuddonham, in Nor- 
folk. Here, by the kindness of the reverend Leonard 
Shelford, they were comfortably accommodated with 
an untenanted Parsonage House in which they were 
received by Miss Johnson and Miss Perowne ; the re- 
sidence of their conductor, in the market-place of East 
Dereham, being thought unfavourable to the tender 
spirits of Cowper. Of the latter of these ladies, Mr. 
Hayley says, with equal truth and felicity of expres- 
sion, ^^ Miss Perowne is one of those excellent beings 
whom nature seems io have formed expressly for the 
purpose of alleviating the sufferings of the afflicted ; 
tenderly vigilant in providing for the wants of sickness, 
and resolutely firm in administering such relief as the 
most intelligent compassion can supply. Cov/per 
speedily observed and felt the invaluable virtues of his 
new attendant ; and during the last years of his life he 
> honoured her so far as to prefer her personal assistance 
to thti^t of every individual around him." 
As the i^aBon of the year vna particularly favour- 
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able for walking, the poet was prevailed on, by hia 
kinsman , to make frequent excursions of this sort in 
the retired vicinity of Tuddenham Parsonage ; one of 
which he extended to the house of his cousin, Mra. 
Bodham, at Mattis-hall. The sight of hia own poT- 
trait, painted by Abbott, in one of the apartments of 
that residence, awakening in his mind a recollection 
of the comparatlyely happy moments in which he sat 
for the picture, extorted firom him a passionately ex- 
pressed wish, that similar sensations might yet return. 

It being fondly hoped by his kinsman, that not only 
this wish, hot many more of the same kind, and thos* 
most sanguine, conceived by himself, might be> realised 
by a removal to the sea-side, he conducted the two in* 
valids on the 19th of August, X795, to the village of 
Mondoley, oa the Norfolk coast. They had been therii 
but a short time, when his companion perceived that 
there was something ioexjiressibljr MoUung to the spirit 
of Cowper in the monotonoua ciound of the breakeia. 
This induced him to confine the walks of the poetj 
whom dejection precluded irom the exercise of all 
choice whatever, or at least the expression of it, ahnoflt 
wholly to the sands, whipb at Jtf nndaley ai« remarkablj 
firm and level ; till an inpident occurred which intro* 
duced them to the inland, but still pleasing walks of 
that vicinity. The circumstance alluded to is stated ia 
the following letter, which, after a long saqpension cff 
epistolary employment, the poet addressed to Mr. 
Buchanan. *^ It ^ows," as Mr. Hayley o^rves, ** the 
severity of his depression, but shows also that ^nt 
gleams of pleasure could occasionally break through 
the settled darkness of melancholy." 

It is introduced vpith a quotation firom the Lycidaf 
of Milton. 

'^ To interpose a litde ease, 
Let my frail thoughts dally with false surmise.'' 

*^ I will forget, lor a moment, that to whomsoever I 
may address myself, a letter from me can no othorwia0 
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be welcome, than as a curiosity. » To yon, Sir, I ad- 
dress tbi0 ; ur^ed to it i>y extreme penury of employ- 
ment, and the desire I feel to learn sometliing of what 
is doing, and has been done at Weston (my beloved 
Weston !) since I left it. 

" The eoldness of these blasts, even in the hottest 
days, has been such, that, added to the irritation of the 
Bait spray, with which they are always charged, they 
have occasioned me an inflammation in the eyelids, 
which threatened a^ few days since to confine me entire- 
ly ; but by absenting myself as much as possible from 
the beach, and guarding my face with an umbrella, that 
inconvenience is in some degree abated. My cham- 
ber commands a very near view of the ocean, and the 
ships at high water approach the coast so closely, that 
a man furnished with better eyes than mine might, I 
doubt not, discern the sailors from thd window. No 
situation, at least when the weather is clear and bright, 
can be pleasanter ; which you will easily credit, when 
I add that it imparts something a little resembling plea- 
sure even to me. — Gratify me with news from Weston ! 
If Mr. Gregson, and your neighbours the Courtenays, 
are there, mention me to them in such terms as you 
see good. Tell me if my poor birds are living: I 
never see the herbs I used to give them without a re- 
collection of them, and sometimes am ready to gather 
them, forgetting that I am not at home. Pardon thifl' 
intrusion. 

*^ Mrs. Unwin continues much as usual. 
**Mund3leyy Sept. 5, 1795". 

The hopes of the kinsman of Cowper were greatly 
elevated by the unexpected despatch of the above epis- 
tle, which he hailed as the forerunner of many more, 
each contributing something to the alleviation of his me- 
lancholy. With the exception, however, of two, hore- 
afler mentioned, it was the only letter which the over- 
whelming influence of his disorder would suffer Mm to 
write in his latter years. 
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The effect of air and exercise on the dejected poet 
being by no means such as hi? friends had hoped, 
change of scene was resorted to as the next expedient. . 
About six miles to the south of Mundi^ley, and also on 
ilie coast, is a village called Happisburgh,or Hasboro', 
which, hi tJio days of his youth, Cow per had visiLed 
from Catiield, tiie residence of his mother's brother. 
An excursion therefore to this place was projected, and 
happily accomplished by sea ; a mode of conveyance 
wliich had at least novelty to recommend it ; but a gale 

^ of wind having sprung up, soon afler his arrival there, 
the return by water was unexpectedly precluded, and 
^ was under the necessity of effecting it on foot 
through the neighbouring villages. To the agreeable 
surprise of his conductor, this very considerable walk 
YfHA performed with scarcely any fatigue to the invalid 
This incident led to a welcome discovery : namely, 
that, shattered as the person of Cowper was, and re- 
duced even to a consumptive thinness, it yet retained 
a considerable portion of muscular strength. This in- 
duced an extension of those daily walks in which the 
vicinity of Mundsley was gradually explored. It led 
likewise to a journey of fifly miles in a post-chaise, by 
way of Cromer, Holt, and Fakenham, the object of 
which was to take a view of Dunham Lodge, a vacant 
Beat on a high ground, in the neighbourhood of Swaff- 
ham. Cowper observed of this mansion, which was re- 
cently built by Edward Parry, Esq. that it was rather 
too spacious for his requirements ; but as be did not 
■eem unwilling to inhabit it, his companion, who con- 
ceived it to be a far more eligible situation for his in- 
teresting charge than his own house in the town of 
Dereham, was induced to become the tenant of it at a 
subsequent period. They proceeded to the last men- 
tioned place, which is about eight miles east of Dun- 
ham Lodge, tlie same evening ; and the next day, a 

.journey of tliirty miles through Keepham, Aylsham, 
ftnd North Walshaoii riBiuriied them safe to Mundslejr 
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Here they remained till the 7th of October, the healthy 
if not the spirits of Cowper, beings benefited by it, 
though the infirmities of Mrs. Unwin continued the 
same. On that day, the party removed to Dereham, 
and again, in the coarse of the month, to Dunham 
Lodge, which was nowr become their settled residence. 

As the season advanced, the amusement of walkin^^ 
being rendered impracticable, and his spirits being by 
no means sufficiently recovered to admit of his resum- 
ing either his pen or his books, the only resource which 
was lef\ to the poet, was to listen incessantly to the 
reading of his companion. The kind of books that 
appeared most, and indeed solely to attract him, were 
works of fictidn ; and so happy was the influence of 
these in riveting his attentibn, and abstracting him, of 
coarse, from the contemplation of his miseries, that he 
diiscovered a peculiar satisfaction when a production 
of fancy of more than ordinary length was introduced 
by his kinsman. This was no sooner perceived, than 
he was furnished with the voluminous pages of Ri- 
chardson, to which he listened with the greater inter- 
est, as he had been personally acquainted with that in- 
genious writer. 

At this time the tender spirit of Cowper clung ex- 
ceedingly to those about him, and seemed to be haunt- 
ed with a continual dread that they would leave him 
alone in his solitary mansion. Sunday, therefore, was 
a day of more than ordinary apprehension to him ; as 
the furthest of his kinsman's churches being fifteen 
miles from the Lodge, he was necessarily absent during 
the whole of the sabbath. On these occasions, it was 
the constant practice of the dejected poet to listen fre- 
quently on the steps of the hall-door for the barking of 
dogs at a fiurm-house, which, in the stillness of the 
night, though at nearly the distance of two miles, in- 
▼ariably announced the approach of his companion. 

To remove the inconvenience of these lengthened 
libwiicw, «D inquiry was «t on foot by the atteadaal 
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of Cowper for a house equally retired with Dunham 
Lodge, but nearer the scene of his ministerial duties 
The search, however, proving fruitless, he ventured to 
consult his beloved charge, as to how far he could to- 
lerate the Dereham residence. To his agreeable sur- 
prise, he found that he not only preferred it to his 
present situation, but, if the question had been put to 
him in the first instance, would never have wished any 
other. It was agreed, therefore, that as the ensuing 
summer was to be spent at Mundsley, they should re- 
main at Dunham Lodge till that period, and return 
from the sea to Dereham. 

In the mean time, the employment of rending, and, 
as often as the weather permitted, excursions on foot, 
or in an open carriage, amused the sufferer till the 
commencement of 1796; in the month of April of 
which year Mrs. Unwin received a visit from her 
daughter and son-in-law, Mr. and Mrs. Powley. The 
tender, and even filial attention which the compassion- 
ate invalid had never ceased to exercise towards his 
aged and infirm companion, was now shared by her 
affectionate relatives : to whom it could not but be a 
gratifying spectacle to see their venerable parent so 
assiduously watched over by Cowper, even in his dark- 
est periods of depression. The visit of these exem- 
plary persons was productive also of advantage to 
their friends, as the salutary custom of reading a chap- 
ter in the Bible to her mother, every morning before 
ihe rose, was continued by the writer of this memoir, 
who, as the poet always visited the chamber of his poor 
old friend, the moment he had finished his breakfast, 
took care to read the chapter at that time. 

It was a pleasing discovery, which the companion of 
Cowper had now made, that immersed as he was in the 
depth of despondence, aU the billows of which had 
grcne over his soul, he could yet listen with bomposure 
to the Toice of inspiration, of which he had been con- 
MiTed to be tinwiUiiig to hear «?v)n the uuDtei Bemg 

vd4. m. 5 
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encouraged by the result of the above experiment, the 
conductor of the devotions of this retired family ven- 
tured, in the course of a few days, to let the members 
of it meet fcr prayers in the room where Cowper was, 
instead of assembling in another apartment, as they 
hitherto had done, under the influence, as it proved, of 
a misconception, with regard to his ability to attend 
the service. On the first occurrence of this new ar- 
rangement, of which no intimation had b<;en previously 
given him, he was preparing to leave the room, but 
was prevailed on to resume his seat, by a word of sooth- 
ing and whispered entreaty. 

The arrival of Wakefield's edition pf Pope's Homer, 
at Dunham Lodge, in June, 179(), was productive of 
happy consequences to the invalid, by supplying an 
occupation to his harassed mind, which absorbed it 
Btill more than that of listening to the works before 
mentioned. These fabrications of fancy, however, 
were not laid aside, but varied with conceptions of a 
much higher order ; even the sublime flights. of the il- 
lustrious Greek, to which the attention of his transla- 
tor was again awakened, in the following rather singu- 
lar manner. 

It was the custom of the poet, on leaving Mrs. Un- 
winds apartment in the morning, to take a few turns 
by himself in a large unfrequented room, which he 
had -to pass in hi^ way back to the parlour. His com- 
panion, therefore, having observed that the notes of 
the ingenious Mr. Wakefield were not without a re- 
ference to the labours of Cowper, took care to place 
the eleven volumes of that editor's recent publication 
in a conspicuous part of this room ; having previously 
hinted, in the hearing of his friend, that there was in 
Ihem an occasional 'comparison of Pope with Cowper. 
To his agreeable surprise, he discovered, the next day, 
that the latter had not only found these notes, but had 
corrected his translation at the suggestion of some of 
Ibeia* Fnna the nomeat (hat this reviving iutereit in 
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his version of the Iliad and Odyssey was perceived to 
exist in the breast of Cowper, it was vigilantly che 
rished by the utmost efforts of his attendant, till, in the 
ensuing August, he had decidedly engaged in a revisal 
of the whole work, and was daily producing almost 
sixty new lines. 

Much hope had been entertained by the friends of 
Cowper, that this voluntary resumption of poetical 
employment would have led to his speedy and perfect 
recovery : but the removal of the family in Septem- 
ber from Dunham Lodge, which they now finally quit 
ted, to their temporary residence at Mnndsley, so' 
completely dissipated his habits of attention, that a 
twelvemonth elapsed before he could be again prevail- 
ed on to return to his revision. In the mean time the 
air and walks of that favourite village, both marine 
and inland, were fully tried, till towards the end of 
October, when no apparent benefit having been deriv- 
ed to the dejected poet, by his visit to the coast, the 
invalids and their attendants retired to I^ereham. 

Cowper was scarcely settled in this new habitation, 
(in point of seclusion, the reverse of Dunham Lodge,) 
when his friends had the satisfaction to see that the 
scenery of a town was by no means distressing to hie 
tender spirit. Now, to employ the language of his 
Sussex friend, ** the long and exemplary life of Mrs. 
Unwin was drawing towards a close. The powers of 
nature were gradually exhausted, and on the 17th of 
December she ended a troubled existence, distinguish, 
ed by a sublime spirit of piety and friendship, which 
shone through long periods of calamity, and continued 
to glimmer through the distressful twilight of her de- 
clining faculties. The precise moment of her de- 
parture was so tranquil, that it was only marked by 
tho cessation of her breath, as the clock was striking 
one in the afternoon." 

Gontle, however, as were the approaches of the last 
mesBenger, in the cajse of this eminent servant of God, 
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^nd little as, under the ceaseless pressufb of hU own 
sulferings he had hitherto appeared to notice * them, 
they had yet been perceived "by Cowper ; for, as a 
faithful servant of his dying; friend and himself were 
opening the window of liis chamber on the mprning of 
the day of her decease, he said to her, in a tone of 
voice at onc^ plaintive, and full of anxiety as to what 
might be the situation of his aged companion, " Sally, 
is there life above-stairs ?" 

From a dread of the effect of such a scene upon his 
mind, the first object of the kinsman of Cowper, who 
had attended him to the bedside of his departing frien4» 
about half an hour before her death, was to reconduQt 
his pitiable charge to the apartment below, and in- 
stantly to commence reading. This expedient, so of- 
ten resorted to, with a view to composing the spirit of 
Cowper, and generally speaking, with much success, 
was happily e£caciouB in the preseut instance. For 
though the reader had scarcely advanced a few pages 
before he was beckoned out of the room to be informed 
of the death of Mrs. Unwin, he returned to it some 
moments after, without being questioned as to why h^ 
had led it. Apprehending from thi^ circumstvicc^ 
and from a rapid observation of his countenance wit^ 
every turn of which he had long been familiar, that 
the mind of his beloved relative was perhaps in as fit a 
state for the reception of the melancholy tidings, as, 
under the pressure oi his calamity, it could be, the 
writer of this memoir resolved to reveal them. As he 
was sitting down therefore to the book, and turning 
over the leaves to resume his reading, he observed to 
the poet, with as much cheerfulness and tender con- 
cern as he was able to associate in the same tone of 
voice, that his poor old friend had breathed her last. 

This intelligence was received by Cowper, though 
not entirely without emotion, yet with such as was 
compatible with his being read to by his^kinsmau, who 
had sopn the satisfaction of seeing his interesting p^ 
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tient as con^posed as in the time of Mrs. Unwin's life. 

But the favourable issue of two distressing periods 
. was slil] to he provided for ; his viewing the corpse, 
and its subsequent removal for interment. To meet 
the first of these difficulties, it was judged expedient, 
that the kinsman of Cowper should attend him to the 
chamber of his departed friend, in the dusk of the 
evening, when only an indistinct view of the body 
could bo obtained ; and to preclude his suspicion of 
the other, the funeral was appointed to lake place by 
torch-light. It appeared, however, that there was no 
necessity for the latter precaution, as, after looking at 
the corpse for a few moments, under the circumstances 
above mentioned, and starting suddenly away, with a 
vehement but unfinished sentence of passionate sorrow, 
he not only named it no more, but never even spoke 
of Mrs. Unwin. 

The funeral was attended by Mr. and Mrs. Powley, 
who had been summoned from Yorkshire within the 
few last days of their parent's life, but had not arcived 
till she had ceased to breathe : also by the writer of 
this sketch, and some members of his family. She 
was buried on the twenty-third of December, in the 
north aisle of the church of East Dereham. 

The commencement of the year 1707 in no respect 
differed from that of the preceding years of his illness, 
his extreme dejection still continuing, and the only al- 
leviation it was capable of receiving being still the 
listening to works of fiction. As the spring advanced, 
however, he was persuaded to resume his usual walks, 
a measure to which the situation of the house at East 
Dereham happily presented no obstacles, as though it 
fronted the market-place, which was also the turnpike 
road, it was contiguous to the fields on, its opposite 
side. This was equally convenient fo? bis airings In 
an open carriage, which, from the happy effect of a 
courie of ass's milk upon his bodily health, begun on 
the twenfy-first of Juns in this year, ko was enabled to 
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bear, for a few weeks, before breakfast. This was, 
undoubtedly, the period of his last deplorable alHic- 
tion, when the perspn qf Qowper made the neai^est ap- 
proaches to the appearance ^i had exhibited before his 
illnesa. His countenance, from having beenextreme' 
ly thin, and of a yellowish hue, had recovered much 
of its former fulness and ruddy complexion ; liis limbs 
were also le^s emaciated, and his posture more erect : 
but the oppression on his spirits remained the same. 
Under these cirsumstances, it was thought advisable 
to omit the visit to Mundsley this year,, and to take 
the utmost advantage of the rides about Dereham. 

With such recreations, and the never-failing one of 
reading, the summer of 1797 was brought to a close ; 
when, dreading the effect of the cessation of bodily 
exercise upon the mind of Cowper during a long win- 
ter, his kinsman resolved, if it were possible, to rein- 
state him in the revisal of his Homer. One morning, 
therefore, after breakfast, in the month of September, 
he placed the commentators on the table, one by one ; 
namely, Villoisson, Barnes, and Clarke, opening them 
all, together with the poet's translation, at the place 
where he had left off a twelvemonth before, but talk- 
ing with him, .as he paced the room, upon a very dif- 
ferent subject, namely, the impossibility of the 
things befalling him which his imagination had repre- 
sented ; when, as his companion had wished, he said 
to hinif '' And are you sure that I shall be here till the 
book yon are reading is finished f'' ^^ Quite sure," 
replied his kinsman, " and that you will be here to 
complete the revisal of your Homer," pointing to the 
books, " if you will resume it to-day." As he re- 
peated these words he left the room, rejoicing in the 
well-known token of their having sunk into the poet's 
mind, namely, his seating himself on the sofa, taking 
up one of the books, and saying in a low and plaintive 
voice, ^* I may as well do this, for I con do nothing else." 

It wu a 0ttbj»et of mttQh grstitade tQ Uie fiitads <pf 
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this amiable and most interesting sufferer, that a mer- 
ciful Providence should again appoint him the employ- 
ment alluded to, as, more than anj thing else, it di- 
verted his mind from a cootcmplation of its miseries, 
and seemed to extend his breathing, which was at 
other times short, to a depth of respiration more com- 
patible with easo. They had the happiness to see him 
perfectly settled to the work, and persevering in it, 
feeble and dejected as he was, till he brought it to a 
prosperous close. 

In the meantime, the visit to the coast was repeat- 
ed ; not indeed, as in former cases, for a continuance 
there of some months, bat with an intention of renew- 
ing it several times in the same season. The series 
of excursions to the marine village of Mundsley com- 
menced in the summer of 1798, and was varied by a 
return to Dereham eight or ten times, after a resi- 
dence of a week by the sea-side. On one of these oc- 
casions he visited the larger of the two Lighthouses at 
Happisburgh ; the extensive prospect from which em- 
bracing a country formerly not unknown to him, hifl 
companion conceived might be a subject of interesting 
contemplation. Such in some measure it proved, but 
the attention of Cpwper seemed more attracted by 
the apparatus of the building, lamps and reflectors 
having been recently substituted for a fire of coals, in 
describing the passage of that intricate coast. It was 
hoped that this change of place, accompanied ako by 
a diversity of objects, might operate happily on the 
mmd of Cowper ; and to a certain extent, ;t did, by 
producing at times, a mitigation of his melancholy. 
In this, however, there is no doubt that Homer had a 
considerable share, as he was the constant companion 
of the poet on the coast. The Miscellaneous Works 
of Gibbon also, and the Pursuits of Literature, which 
he permitted his kinsman to read to him, contributed 
to tho amusement of this period. 

ITwQ occorxonccs worthy of r^cordi M.testi^uiy tlw 
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regard borne to Cowper by his former acqaaintance 
took place this year : namely, the visit in July, of the 
dowuger lady Spencer, for whom he had always enter- 
tained the most affectionate respect, and that of his 
highly esteemed friend, Sir John Throcknlorton, in 
December. But though the former had come many 
miles out of her way to see him, and the latter had 
taken a journey from Lofd Petre's expressly for that 
purpose, the pressure of his malady would scarcely 
allow him to speak to either of these friends, or to ex* 
press a sense of their kind solicitude. 

On a Friday evening, the eighth of March, 1799, he 
completed the revisal of his Homer, aud the next 
morning entered upon the new preface, which, how- 
ever, he concluded on the following day, so that his 
kinsman beheld him ohce more without employment. 

But the powers of his astonishing mind were yet to 
be exercised, and that on a subject altogether of his 
own devising. For though on the eleventh of March, 
his attendant laid before him the introductory frag- 
ment of his formerly projected poenl of The Four ^geSy 
he merely corrected a few lines, adding two or three 
more, and declining to proceed, with this remark, 
'< that it was too great a work for him to attempt in 
his present situation. " 

In the same manner, several literary projects, 
though of easier accomplishment, which his compa- 
nions suggested to him at supper, were objected to by 
^e poet, who at length replied that he had just thought 
of six Latin verses, and if he could compose any thing, 
it must be in pursuing that composition. 

His desk being opened the next morning, and all 
things duly arranged for the purpose, his kinsman had 
the satisfaction, on his return to the room, to see a 
poem, entitled Monies GlacialeSy commenced, and that 
some verFos were added to the six before mentioned. 
On his attentively considering the title, it occurred to 
hif companion that, during tho roaidenco of the poet 
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ftt Dunham Lodge, the circumstance which he had be- 
gun to versify, had been read to him in one of the Nor- 
wich papers, though without Ha appearing to engage 
his notice. At the request of Miss Perowne, he trans- 
lated this poem into English verse on the 19th of the 
same month. 

If the friends of Cowper were not a little surprised, 
that his memory should have furnished him with a 
subject for his poetical talent, under circumstances so 
unlikely to favour its exertion, lus producing Tfu Cast" 
away the next day, which was founded on an incident 
recorded in Anson's Voyage, a book which he had not 
looked into for almost twenty years, astonished them 
stiU more. It was, however, the last original poem 
produced by the pen of Cowper. In August he trans- 
lated it into Latin verse. 

On the saijne day that he b^gan and finished Th9 
Cast-away, the Latin poems of his favourite VinQent 
Bourne, which he had appeared not unwilling to ent^r 
upon next, were laid before him, and h^ translfited 
" The Thracian" But as his subsequent productionSy 
with their respective dates, are duly spQcifi/sd in tho 
following pages, afler observing that the poet went ^l 
October with himself and Miss Perowne tQ survey a 
much more commodious house ii^. East Dereham, thaj^ 
the family had hitherto occupied there, and to which 
they removed in December, the writ^i: of thii^ memior 
will draw it to a close. 

Cowper had no^ paopied many weeM in this nf^vf habi- 
tation, when the symptom^ of weakjness, whiph he had 
for some time exhibited^ assuivuB^j Sk di;QpsiQi|l. i^ppear- 
ance in the ancles and feet. Tp ari^est the, progress 
of this npw malady, a physiciai^ wtssf called in, on the 
31st of January, 1800, by the aid pf whpse prescrip- 
tions, which he was wi^ difficulty persijaded to.fpllow, 
and the daily exercise of a post-chaise, the disorder 
was so £»i checked as not i^ occa^^pOi 9ny loither 
aligrm. 
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Towards the end of Jiuiaary his attention had been 
recalled to Homer, by a request from his friend of Sus- 
sex, who wished him to new-model a passage in his 
Translation of the Illiad, where mention is made of 
the very ancient sculpture in which Diedalus had re- 
presented the Cretan dance for Ariadno. *' On the 
31st of January," says Mr. Hayley, " I received from 
him his improved version of the lines in question, writ- 
ten in a firm and delicate hand. The sight of such writ- 
ing from my long-silent friend inspired me with a lively, 
but too sanguine hope, that I might see him once more 
restored. Alas ! the verses which I surveyed as a de- 
lightful omen of future letters from fi correspondent so 
inexpressibly dear to me, proved the last effort of his , 
pen." 

By the 22d of February his weakness had increased 
to such a degree as to be incompatible with the motion 
of a carriage, which was therefore discontinued from 
that day. 

He had now ceased to come down stairs, though he 
was still able, after breakfasting in bed, to adjourn to 
a second room above, and to remain there till the even- 
ing. 

Before the end of March he was obliged to forego 
even the trifling exercise connected with this change 
of apartments, and to confine himself altogether to his 
bed-room ; in which, however, he sat up to every meal 
except breakfast. 

About this time he was visited by his friend Mr. 
Rose, whose arrival at the Lodge at Weston he had so 
often welcomed with the sincerest delight, but whose 
approach he now witnessed with scarcely any perceiv- 
able pleasure. His departure, however, on the 6th of 
April, excited evident feelings of regret in Cowper. 

The humane example exhibited by Mr. Rose, in 
this affectionate visit to the house of a departing friend, 
would have been speedily followed by Mr. Hayley and 
Lady Hesketh, had not the former been prevented by 
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the impending death of a darling child, and the latter 
by a state of health too infirm to warrant so long a 
journey, and into which she had fallen soon after the 
departure of Cowper from Weston, in consequence of 
her protracted and painful confinement with her re- 
vered relative during the early stage of his calamitous 
depression. 

On the 19th of April the weakness of this truly piti- 
ahle sufferer had so much increased, that his kinsman , 
apprehended his death to be near. Adverting, there- 
fore, to the afHiction, as well of body as of mind, which 
his beloved inmate was then enduring, he ventured .to 
speak of his approaching dissolution as the signal of 
his deliverance from both these miseries. After a pause 
of a few moments, which was less interrupted by the 
objections of his desponding relative than he had dared 
to hope, he proceeded to an observation more consola- 
tory still ] namely, that in the world to which he was 
hastening, a merciful Redeemer had prepared bnspjsak- 
able happiness for all his chDdren — and therefore for 
him. To the first part of this sentence he had listened 
with composure, but the concluding words were no 
sooner uttered than his passionately expressed entrea- 
ties, that his companion would desist from any further 
observations of a similar kind, clearly proved, that 
though it was on the eve of being invested with an- 
gelick light, the darkness of delusion still veiled h:s 
spirit. 

The clerical duties of his attendant occasioned his 
absence during the greater part of Sunday the 20th , 
but he learned on his return that he had in some mea- 
sure revived. He was, however, in bed, and asleep ; 
which induced his kinsman to remain in the room, and 
watch by him. Whilst engaged in this melancholy 
office, and endeavouring to recoi;icile his mind to the 
loss of so dear a friend, by considering the gain which 
that friend would experience, his reflections were sud- 
denly interrupted by the uwunial and aingiilarly irvied 
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tone of his breathing, which had a striking resemblance 
to the confused notei of an organ. Inexperienced as 
he then was in the diversified approaches of the last 
messenger, he conceived it to be the sound of his im- 
mediate summons, and after listening to it several 
minutes, lie arose from the foot of the bed, pn which 
he was sitting, to take a nearer, and a last view of his 
departing relative, commending his soul, in silence, to 
that gracious Saviour, whom, in the fulness of mental 
health, he had delighted to honour. As he put aside 
the curtain he opened his eyes ; but closed them with- 
out speaking, and breathed as usual. 

In the early part of Monday the 21st, and indeed till 
towards the hour of dinner, he appeared to be dying, 
but he so far recovered as to be able to partake slightly 
of that meal. 

The near approach of his dissolution became more 
and more observable in every succeeding hour of Tues- 
day and Wednesday. 

On Thursday the weakness was not at all diminish- 
ed ; but he sat up as usual for a short time in the even- 
ing. 

In the course of the night, when he appeared to bo 
exceedingly elchausted, some refreshment was present- 
ed to him by Miss Perowne. From a persuasion, how- 
ever, that nothing could ameliorate his feelings, though 
without any apparent impression that the hand of death 
was already upon him, he rejected the cordial with 
these words, the very last that he was heard to utter, 
«« What can it signify .?** 

At five in the morning of Friday the 2bth, a deadly 
change in his features was observed to take place. Ho 
remained in an insensible state from that time till about 
^ve minutes before five in.the afternoon, when he ceas- 
ed to breathe. And in so mild, and gentle a manner 
did his spirit take its flight, that though the writer of 
this memoir, his medical attendant, Mr. Woods, and 
HM^xitlMr pKii6mi^^/t^ Mattdiog at the foot and side 
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of the be4) with their eyes fixed upon his dyinj^r coun- 
ten&nce, the precise moment of his departure was^ unob- 
served by any. 

From this mournful period, till the features of his 
deceased friend were closed from his view, the expres- 
sion which the kinsman of Cowper observed in them, 
and which he was affectionately delighted to suppose ^n 
index of the last thoughts and enjoyments of his soul 
in its gradual escape from the depths of despondence, 
was that of calmness and composure, mingled, as it 
were, with holy surprise. 

He was buried in St. Edmund's Chapel, in the church 
of East Dereham, on Saturday the 2d of May. Over 
his grave a monument is erected, bearing the follow, 
ing inscription, from the pen of Mr. Hay ley . 

In Memory 
Of William Cowper, Esq. 
Born in Herefordshire, 1731. 
'Buried in this church, 
1800. 

Ve Who with warmth the publick triumph feel 
Of talents, dignified by sacred zeal, 
Here, to devotion's bard devoutly just, 
Pay ytMT fond tribute due to Cowper*s dust! 
England, exaHing in his spotless fame, 
Rauidi with her dearest sobs his favVite name ; 
Sense, fancy, wit, suffice not all to raise 
So dear a title to aflection's praise : 
His highest honours to the heart belong ; 
His virtues form'd the magick of his soqg. 

VoL.m. 6 
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TZR8K8 WRITTEir AT BATH, 

ON FINDING THE HEEL OF A SHOE. 
15 1748. 

FoRTVNF. ! T thank thee ; gentle Goddess ! thanks ! 
Not tliat my Muse, though bashful, shall deny, 
She would have thanked thee rather, hadst tliou cast 
A treasure in her way ; for neither meed 
Of early breakfast, to dispel the fumes, 
And bowel-racking pains of emptiness, 
Npr noontide feast, nor evening's cool repast, 
Hopes she from this — presumptuous, tho', perhaps, 
The cobbler, leather-carving artist ! might. 
Nathless she thanks thee, and accepts thy booni 
Whatever ; not as erst the fabled cock, 
Vain-glorious fool ! unknowing what he found, 
Spurn'd tbfl rich gem thou gav'st him. Wherefore, ah! 
Why not on me that favour, (worthier sure !) 
Ck)iiferr*d'8t^ thou, Goddess ! Thou art blind, thoa 

say'st ; 
Enough ! -thy blindness shall excuse the deed. 

Nor does my Muse no benefit exhale 
From this thy scant indulgence ! — even here. 
Hints worthy sage philosophy are found ; 
Illustrious hints, to moralize my song ! 
This ponderous heel of perforated hide 
Compact, with pegs indented, many a row, 
Haply (for such its massy form bespeaks) 
Tiio weigbl^ trMd of wndo nido pe— ant olown 
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Upbore : on this supported oft, he stretch'd, 
With uncouth strides, along the furrow 'd glebe, 
Flattening the stubborn clod, till cruel time, 
(What will not cruel time,) on a wry step, 
Sever'd the strict cohesion ; when, alas ! 
'He, who could erset, with even, equal pace 
Pursue his destined way with symmetry. 
And some proportion formed now, on one side, 
Curtaird and maim'd, the sport of vagrant boys, 
Cursing his frail supporter, treacherous prop ! 
With toilsome steps, and difficult, moves on ; 
Thus fares it oft with other than the feet 
Of humble villager — the statesman thus, 
Up the steep road, where proud ambition leads, 
Aaptriug, first uninterrupted winds 
His prosperous way ; nor fears miscarriage foul, 
While policy prevails, and friends prove true ; 
But that support soon failing, by him left, 
On whom he most depended, basely left, 
Betray'd, deserted ; from his airy height, 
Head>long he falls ; and through the rest of life. 
Drags the dull load of disappointment on. 



STANZAS 



fBLICTID FROM AN OCCASIONAL GDI 05 THE FIBST 

PUBLICATION OF SIR CHARLES OEAKDISON, 

IN 1753. 

To rescue from the tyrant's sword 
Th* oppressed ; — unseen and unimplor'd, 

To cheer the face of wo ; 
From lawless insult to defend 
An orphan's right — a fallen friend, 

And a forgiven foe ; 
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Thesoi these distinguish from the crowd, 
And these along, the great and good, 

The guardians of mankind ; 
Whoso bosoms with these virtues heav^, 
O, with what matchless speed, they leaye 

The multitude behind ! 

Then ask ye, from what cause on earth 
Virtues like these derive their birth, 

Deriv'd from Heav'n alone, 
Full on that favoured breast they shine^ 
Where faith and resignation join 

To call the blessing down. 

Such is thit heart :— bu,t while the Mupo 
Thy theme, O Richard son, pursues, 

Her feeble spirits &int : 
She cannot reach, and would not wron^. 
That subject of an angel's song, ' 

The hero, and the saint ! 



AN EPI8TLX 

TO ROBERT LLQYD, ESa 

1754. 

Tib no)^ tbii;t 1^ Resign Xq Moty 
Thee of thy birth-righ^t, gentle Bob, 
For thou art bom sole heir, and single, 
Of dear Mat Prior's easy jingle ; 
Nor that I mean, while thus I knit 
My thread-bare sentiments together 
To show my genius, or my wit. 
When Ood and you knpw I have neither ; 
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Or such, as might be bet^ter shown 
By letting poetry alone. 
'Tis not with either of these views, 
That I presumed t' address the Muse : 
But to divert a fierce banditti, 
(Sworn foes to ev'ry thing that's witty !) 
That, with a black, infernal train. 
Make cruel inroads in my brain. 
And daily threaten to drive thence 
My little garrison of sense : 
The fierce banditti, which I mean. 
Are gloomy thoughts, led on by Spleen. 
Then there's another reason yet, 
'Which is, that I may fairly quit 
The debt, which justly became due 
The moment when I heard from you ; 
And you might grumble, crony mine, 
If paid in any other coin ; 
Since twenty sheets of lead, God knowii 
(I would say twenty sheets of prose,) 
Can ne'er be deem'd worth half so mQch 
As one of gold, and your s was such. 
Thus, the preliminaries settled, 
I fairly find myself piteh-kettled f 
And cannot see,' though few see better, 
How I shall hammer out a letter. 

First, for a thought — since all agree — 
A thought — I have it — let me see — 
Tis gone again — ^plague on't ! I thought 
I had it— but I have it not. 
Dame Gorton thus and Hodge her son. 
That i^seful thing, her needle, gone ! 
Rake well the cinders sweep the floor. 
And sift the dust behind the door ; 

* Pitch-keiUed,'afiivourite phrase at the time when this 
Epistle was written, expressive of being puzzled, or what, la 
tht SpectaiDr't time wvukl have bctn ttlled hmlmikL 
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While eager Hodge beholds the prize 
In old grimalkin's glaring eyes ; 
And gammer finds it on her knees 
In every shining straw she sees. 
This simile were apt enough : 
But I've another, critick-proof ! 
The virtuoso thus at noon, 
Broiling beneath a July sun, 
The gilded butterfly pursues, 
O'er hedge and ditch, through gaps and ^(^[iri. 
And after many a vain essay, 
To captivate the tempting prey, 
Gives him at length the lucky pat, 
. And has him safe beneath his hat : 
Then lifts it gently from the ground ; 
But ah I 'tis lost as soon as found ; 
Culprit his liberty regains, 
Flits, out of sight, and mocks his pains^ 
The sense was dark ; Hwas therefore 4t 
With simile t' illustrate it ; 
But as too much obscures the s^ht^ 
As often as too little light, 
We have our similes cut short, 
For matters of more grave import. 
That Matthew's numbers run mik Of^. 
Each man of common sense agreep ; 
AH men of common sense allow, 
That Robert's lines are easy too ; 
Where then the pref rence shall we p|aAa> 
Or how do justice in this case f 
Matthew (says Fame) with endless paiiii» 
Smooth 'd and refin'd the nwanest stndnfi 
Nor sufTer'd one ill-chosen rhyme 
T' escape him at the idlest time : 
And thus o'er all a lustre cast, 
That, while the language lives, shall Uui^ 
A^'t please your ladyship, (quoth 1^ 
1^^ '^ |]|y buj4nA«» to r9p|y » 
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Sure 80 much labour, so much toil, 

Bespeak at least a stubborn soil : 

Theirs be the laurel wreath decreed 

Who both write well, and write full speed » 

Who throw their Helicon about 

As freely as a conduit spout ; 

Friend Robert, thus like chien sutvani, 

Lets fall a poem en passant, 

Nor needs his genuine ore refine i 

*Ti8 ready poUsh*d from the mine. 



THE FIFTH SATIRE 

OF THE 

FIRST BOOK OF HORACE. 

[Pxintad in I^aiieoiiib«!8 HmrftM.] 

1759. 

A hmawrous Description ofth^ JhuJutfs Jfium$iffrom 
Rome to Brundusinm. 

'TwAS a loQg journey lay before vm. 
When I, and honest Ileliodorun, 
Who far in point of rhetozick 
SuirfiMwa every living Greek, 
£a9|)^ lefivi|ig our respective homo, 
Togtther s^Ujid fetfr &fm Aomi. 
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. First at Aricia we alight, 

And there refresh, and pass the night, 

Our entertainment rather coarse 

Than sumptuous, but I've met with worse. 

Thence o'er the causeway soft and fair 

To Appiiforum we repair. 

But as this road is well supplied 

(Temptation strong !) on either side 

"With inns commodious, snug, and warm, 

We split the journey, and perform 

In two days time what's often done 

By brisker travellers in one. 

Here, rather choosing not to sap 

Than with bad water mix my cup, 

After a warm debate, in spite 

Of a provoking appetite, 

I sturdily resolv'd at last 

To balk it, and pronounce a fast, 

And in a moody humour wait, 

While my less dainty comrades bait 

Now o'er the spangled hemisphere 
Diffused the starry train appear, 
When there arose a desp'rate brawl ; 
The slaves and bargemen, one and dl, 
, Rending their throats (have mercy on m) 
As if they were resolved to stun i^s,) 
" Steer the barge this way to the shore ; 
I tell you we'll admit no more ; 
Plague ! will you never be content ?" 
Thus a whole hour at least is spent, 
While they receive the sev'ral fares. 
And kick the mule into his gears. 
Happy, these difficulties past. 
Could we have fall'n asleep at last ! 
But, what with humming, croaking, biting, 
Croats, frogs, and all their plagues umting, 
ThM9 toneftl natives of the laJk^ 



,y Google 



JOURNEY TO BRUNDUSIUM. 

Conspir'd to keep us broad awake. 
Besides to make the concert full. 
Two maudlin wights, exceeding dull. 
The Bargeman and a passenger. 
Each in his turn, esaay'd an air 
In honour of his absent fair. 
At length the passenger, opprest 
With wine, left off) and snor'd the n^ 
The weary bargeman too gave o'er^ 
And bearing his companion snore, 
Seiz'd the occasion, fiz'd the barge, 
Tum'd out his jnule to graze at larg^ 
And slept forgetful of his charge. 
And now the sun o'er eastern hiU, 
Disooyer'd that our barge stood stUl } 
When one, whose anger yez'd l^m ^V^ 
With malice fraught, leaps quic]^ oa flhofl^; 
Plucks up a stake, with i^any a thwi^ 
Assails the mule and driver's hafik» 

Then slowljf moving ox^ with jjMii^ 
At ten Feronia's streap^ we gain^ 
And in her pure and glassy wavQ 
Our hand4 a^d faces gladly lave* 
Climbing three miles, fair Anxur'a hiBJigbl^ 
We reach, with stony quarries whlte^i. 
While here, as was agreed we w<utj^ 
Till, charg'd with business of the. ai^^ 
MflBcenas and Cocceius, come, 
The messengers of peace from Rom« 
My eyes, by wat'ry humours blear 
And sore, I with black balsam smear. 
At length they join us, and with them 
Our worthy friend Fonteius came. ; 
A man of such complete desert, 
Antony lov'd him at his heart. 
At Fundi, we refus'd to bait, 
And laugh'd at vain Aufidius' statt* 
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A prsBtor now, a scribe before, 
The purple-border'd robe he wore, 
His slave the smoking censer bore. 
Tir'd, at Murtena's we repose, 
At Forniia sup at Capito's/ 

With smiles the rising morn we greet, 
At Sinnessa pleas*d to meet 
With Plotius, Varius, and the bard 
Whom Mantua, first with wonder heard. 
The world no purer spirits knows ; 
For none my heart more warmly glows. 
O ! what embraces we bestow 'd. 
And with what joy our breasts o'erflow'd ! 
Sure, while my sense is sound and clear. 
Long as I live, I shall prefer 
A gay, good natur'd, easy friend, 
To every blessing Heav'n can send. 
At a small village the next night 
Near the Vulturnus we alight ; 
Where, as employ'd on state affairs, 
We were supply'd by the purveyors 
Frankly at once, and without hire, 
Wkh food for man and horse, and fire. 
Capua next day betimes we reach. 
Where Virgil and myself, who each 
Laboured with different maladies, 
His such a stomach, mine such eyes, 
As would not bear strong exercise. 
' In drowsy mood to sleep resort ', 
Meeenas to the tennis-court. 
Next at Cocceius's farm we're treated^ 
Above the caudian tavern seated ; 
His kind and hospitable board 
With choice of wholesome food was stor'd. 

Now, O ye nine, inspire my lays ! 
To nobler themes my fancy rise ! 
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Two combat&ntB, who scorn to yield 
The noisy, tongue -disputed field, 
Sarmentus and Cicirrus, claim 
A poet's tribute to their fame ;, 
Cicirrus of true Oscian breed, 
Sarmentus, who was never freed, 
But ran away. We don't defame him ; 
His lady lives, and still may claioi him. 
Thus dignified, in harder fray 
These champions their keen wit display, 
And first Sarmentus led the way. 
** Thy locks, (quoth he so rough and coarse, 
Look like the mane of some wild horse," 
We laugh : Cicirrus, undismayed — 
** Have at you '."—cries, and shakes his heaA 
'* *Tis well (Sarmentus says) you've lost 
That horn your forehead once could boast ; 
Since, ma!im*d and mangled as you are, 
Tou seem to butt." A hideous scar 
ImprovM (lis true) with double grace 
The native horrours of his face. 
Well. Afler mi:^ch jocosely said 
Of his grim front, so fi'ry re^d, 
(For Carbuncles had blotch'd it o*er, > < '* 
As usual on Campania's shore) 
** Give us, (he cried) since you're so big 
A sample of the Cyclop's jig 1 
Tour shanks methinks no buskins ask, 
Nor does your phiz require a mask." 
To this Cicirrus. " In return 
Of you. Sir, now I fain would learn. 
When 'Jtwas, no longer deem'd a slave. 
Tour chains you to the Lares gave. 
For tho' a scriv'ner's right you claim. 
Your lady's title is the same. 
But what could make you run away, 
I pigmy as you are, each day 
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A angle pound of bread woqld qaite 
O'erpow'r yoar puny appetite !'* 
Thus jok'd the champions, while we laugh*dy 
And many a cheerful bumper quaffed. 

To Beneventum next we steer ; 
Where our good host, by over care 
In roasting thrushes lean as mice, 
Had almost falPn a sacrifice. 
The kitoben soon was all on fire, 
And to the roof the flames aspire. 
There might you see each man and mhstdf 
Striying, amidst this sad disaster. 
To save the supper Then they came 
With speed enou§^h to quench the flame. 
From hence we first at distance see 
Th' Apulian hills, well known to me, 
Parch'd by the sultry western blast, 
And which we never should have pa^t, 
Had not Trivicius by the way 
Received us at the close of day. 
But each was forc'd at cnt'ring here 
To pay the tribute of a tear, 
For more of smcjte than fire was seen — 
The hearth was pil'd with logs so green. 
From hence in bhaises we were carried 
Miles twenty-four, and gladly tarried 
At a small town, whose name my verM 
(So barb*rou8 is it) can*t rehearse. 
Know it you may by many a sign, 
Water is dearer far than wine. 
Their bread is deem'd such dainty ^e, 
That ev'ry prudent traveller 
His wallet loads with many a crust 
For at Canusium you might just 
As well attempt to gnaw a stone 
At think to gtt a miMrael down ; 
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That too with scanty streams is fed ; 
Its founder was brave Diomed. 
Good Varius (ah, that friends must part !) 
Here left us all with aching heart, 
At Rubi we arriv'd that day, 
Well jaded by the length of way, 
And sure poor mortals ne'er were wetter - 
Next day no weather could be better ; 
No roads so bad ; we scarce could crawl 
Along to fishy Barium's wall. 
Th* Ignatians next, who by the vulet 
Of common sense are knaves or fools. 
Made all our sides with laughter heavey 
Since we with them must needs believCi 
That incense in their temples burns, 
And without fire to ashes turns. 
To circumcision's bigots tell 
Such tales ! ibr me, 1 know lull well, 
That in High Heav*n, unmov'd by care 
The Gods eternal quiet share : 
Nor cau I deem their spleen the caosei 
Why fickle nature breaks her laws. 
Brundusium last we reach : and there 
Stop short the muse and traveller. 
Vol. m. 7 
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THE NINTH SATIRE 

OF THX 

FIRST BOOK OF HORACE. 

THE DESCRIPTION OF AN IMPERTINENT. 
ADAPTED TO THX PRXSXNT TINES, 
1759. . 

Saurt*rino along tho street one day, 
On trifles musing by tho way — 
Up steps a free familiar wight, 
(I scarcely knew the man by sight.) 
** CarloS) (he cried j yoiir hand, my dear ; 
Gad, 1 rejoice to moot you here ! ^ 

Pray Heav'n I see you well ?" " So, so ; 
£v*n well enough as times now go. 
The same good wishes, sir, to you." 
Finding he still pursued mo close' 
** Sir, you have business, I suppose." 
** My business, sir, is quickly done, 
'Tis but to make my merit known. 
Sir, I have read" — ^^ O learned Sir, 
You and your learning I revere." 
Then, sweating with anxiety. 
And sadly longing to get free, 
Gods, how I scampered, scuffled for*t. 
Ran, halted, ran again, stopp'd short, 
Beckon'd my boy, and pull'd him near, 
And whisper'd nothing in his ear. 

Teased with his loose unjointed chat — 
<< What ttreet is this ' What houM is that 7" 
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O Harlow, how I envied thee 
Thy unabash'd effrontery, 
Who dar'st a foe with freedom blame, 
And caU a coxcomb by his name ! 
When I returned him answer none, 
Obligingly the fool ran on, 
** I see you're dismally distress'd, 
Wonld give the world to be releas*d. 
But, b}' your leave, sir, I shall still 
Stick to your skirts, do what you will 
Pray, which way does your journey tend ?" 
** O 'tis a tedious way, my friend. 
Across the Thames, the Lord knows where, 
; I would not trouble you so ikr." 
" Well, I'm at leisure to attend you." 
" Are you ? (thought I) the De'il befriend you.*' 
No ass with double panniers rack'd, 
Oppress'd, o'erladon, broken-back'd. 
E'er look'd a thousandth part so dull 
As I, nor half so like a fool. 
«* Sir, I know little of myself, 
(Proceeds the pert conceited elf) 
** If Gray or Mason you will deem 
Than me more worthy your esteem. 
Poems I write by folios 
As fast as other men write prose ; 
Then I can sing so loud, so clear, 
That Beard cannot with me compare. 
In dancing too I all surpass. 
Not Cooke can move with such a graee.*' 
Heie I made shift with much ado 
To interpose a word or two. — 
" Have you no parents, sir, no friends. 
Whose welfare on your own depends ?" 
" Parents, relation, say you ? No. 
They're all dispos'd of long ago." — 
" Happy to be no more perplex'd ! 
My fate too threatens, I go next. 
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Despatch me, siri 'tis now too late, 
Alas ! to strugrgle with my fate ! 
Well, I'm convinc'd my time is oorae^^ 
When young, a gipey told my doMn. 
The beldame shook her palsied head. 
As she perus'd my palm, and said : 
Of poison, pestilence, or war. 
Gout, stone deflnzion, or catarrii, 
Tou have no reason to beware. 
Beware the coxcomb's idle prale ; 
Chiedy, my son, beware of that* 
Be sure, when you behold him, fly 
Oat of all earshot, or you die." 

To Rdfus' Hall we now draw near ; 
Where he was summoned to appear, 
Refute the charge the plaintiff brought, 
Or suffer judgment by default. 
" For Heaven's sake, if you love me, wait 
One moment ! I'll be with you straight.*^ 
Glad of a plausible pretence — 
" Sir, I must beg you to dispense 
With my attendance in the court, , 

My legs will surely suffer for't." 
" Nay, pritliee, Carlos, stop awhile t»» 
" Faith, sir, in law I have no skill. 
Besides, I have no time to spare, 
Ilnust be going you know where.** 
" Well, I protest, I'm doubtful no#, 
Whether to leave my suit or you !" 
" Me without scruple ! (I reply) 
Me by all means, sir !" — ** No, not I. 
^tlotis Monsieur!" 'Twere vain (yott know) 
To strive H'ith a victorious foe. 
So I reluctantly obey 
And follow, where he leads the way. 

You and Newcastle are so close. 
Still hand and glove, sir — I suppose.— 
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Newcastle (let me tell you, sir) 
Has not his equal every where. 
Well. There indeed your fortune's made » 
Faith, sir, you understand your trade. 
Wouldyou but give me your good word 1 
Just introduce me to my lord. 
I should serve charmingly by way 
Of second fiddle, as they say : 
What think you, sir ? 'twere a good jest| 
Slife, wo should quickly scout the rest."— - 
** Sir, you mistake the matter far, 
We have no second fiddles there. — 
Richer than I some folks may be ; 
More learned, but it hurts not me. 
Friends, tho' he has of diflf rent kind. 
Each has his proper place assign'd." 
" Strange matters these alleg'd by you !" — 
** Strange they may be, but they are traa." — 
" Well, then, I vow, 'tis mighty clever, 
Now I long ten times more than ever 
To be advanc'd extremely near 
One of his shining character. 
Have but the will — there wants no more, 
*TiB plain enough you have the pow'r. 
His easy temper (that's the worst) 
Ho knows, and is so shy at first. — 
But such a cavalier as you — 
Lord, sir, you'll quickly bring him to !*'- 
** Well ; if I fail in my design, 
Sir, it shall bo no fault of mine. 
If by the saucy servile tribe 
Denied, what think you of a bribe f 
Shut out to-day, not die with sorrow, 
But try my luck again to-morrov '. 
Never attempt to visit him 
But at the most convenient time 
Attend him on each levee day, 
And there my humble duty pay 
?• 
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Labour, like this, oar want supplies i 
And they must stoop who mean to rise." 

While thus he wittingly harangU'd, 
For which you'll guess I wish'd him httig'd 
Campley, a friend of mine, came by, 
Who knew his humour more than I^ 
We stop, salute, and — ** why so fast, 
Friend Carlos ! Whither all this hnste V***** 
Fir'd at the thoughts of a reprieve, * 

I pmch him, pull him, twitch his sle^rtf 
Nod, beckon,^ bite my lips, wink, pout^ 
Do ev'ry thing, but speak plain out j 
While he, sad dog, from the beginninf^ 
Determin'd to mistake my meaning ; 
Instead of pitying my Curse, 
By jeering made it ten times worse. 
" Campley, what secret, (pray !) was thit ' 
You wanted to communicate ?" ^ 
" I recollect. But 'tis no matter. 
Carlos, we'll talk of that hereafter. 
E'en let the secret rest. 'Twill tell 
Another time, sir, just as well." 

Was ever such a dismal day ? 
Unlucky cur, he steals away, 
And leaves me, half bereft of lift, 
At mercy of the butcher's knife ; 
When sudden, shouting from afiur, 
^e his antagonist appear ! 
The bailiff seiz'd him quick as thoughti 
" Ho, Mr. Scoundrel ! are you caught ? 
Sir, you are witness to th* arrest." 
" Aye marry, sir, I'll do my best." 
The mob huzzaa. Away they trudgOy 
Culprit and all, before the judge. 
Meanwhile I luckily enough 
(Thanks to ApoUo) got (Oear oC 
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ADDRESSED TO MISS < 



05 BIADINO 

TH£ PRAYER FOR INDIFFERSNOE. 

AvD dwellt therfe in a femtde hMurt, 

B}' bounteous heay'n desi^'d 
The choicest raptures to impart, 

To feel the moit refin'd-*- 

Dwells there a wish in such a breast 

Its nature to forego 
iTo smother in ignoble rest 
^ At once both bliss and wo ! 

^ Far be the thought, and far the strain, 
f' Which breathes the low desire, 
I How sweet soe'er the verse complain, 
V Though Phoebus string the lyre. 

Come then, fair maid, (In nature wise) 

Who, knowing them, can tell 
From gen'rous sympathy what joys 

The glowing bosom swell. 

In justice to the various pow'rs 

Of pleasing, which you share. 
Join me, amid your ailent hours. 

To form the better pray'r. 

* For Mrs. GreviUe'i Ode. w^ Amaal Re^niUH', voL v. » 
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80 ADDRESS TO MISS 

With lenient balm, may Ob'ron hence 
To fairy land be driv'n ; 
/with ev'ry herb that blunts the sense 
\ ' Mankind receiv'd from heav*n. 

" Oh ! if ray sov reign Author please, 
/^ Far be it from my fate, 
( To live, unblest, in torpid ease, 
\ And slumber on in state. 

Each tender tie of life defied 
Whence social pleasures spring, 

Unmov'd with all the world boside, 
A solitary tiling — '* 

(Some Alpine mountain, wrapt in snow. 
Thus braves the whirling blast, 
. Eternal winter doom'd to know, 
No genial spring to taste. 

In vain warm suns their influence shed. 
The zephyrs sport in vain, 
/He rears, unchanged, his barren head, 
' Whilst beauty decks the plain. 

What tho' in scaly armour drest. 

Indifference may repel 
The shafts of wo— in such a breast 

No joy can ever dwell. 

I 'TIS woven in .the world's great plan, 
I And fix'd by heav'n's decree, 
I That all the true delights of man 
^ Should spxing from Sympatky. 

*Tis nature bids, and whilst the lawi 
Of nature we retain, 
( Our self-approving bosom draws 
^ A pleasure from iti pain. 
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/Thus ^ief itself has comforts dear, 
i The sordid never know ; 

(ka ecstasy attends the tear, 
V V^When virtue bids it flow. 

For, when it streams frdm that p&tti ibttite6 

No bribes the heart can Witt, 
To check, or alter fh>m hs «oahl6 

The luxury within. 

Peace to the phlegm «f ralien elYW% 

Who, if from labour e«B*d, 
Extend no care beyond themtelvM^ 

Unpleasing and ukipleas'd. 

Let no low thought buggeit the paSj% 

Oh ! grant, kind hoay'n^ to m*^ 
Long as I draw ethereal tttr^ 

Sweet Sensibility. 

Where'er the heavenly nymph is feen^ 

With lustre-beaming eye, 
A train, attendant on theix queen^ 

(Her rosy chorus) fly. 

The jocund Loves in Hymen's band. 

With torches ever bright. 
And gen'rous Friendship hand in hajid 

With Pity's wat'ry sight. 

l%e gentler virtues too are jeim'd| 

In youth immortal warm, 
The soil relations, which, combin'd. 

Give life her ev'ry charitt. 

The artft coitie smiling in thi6 «loM, 
And lend celestial fire, 
^The marble breathes, the canvaM glows, 
*- The mtwes sweep the lyre. 
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TRANSLATION FROM VIRGIL. 

" Still may my melting bosom cloave 

To sufTrings not my own, 
And still the sigh responsive heaye. 

Where'er is heard a groan. 

Bo Pity shall take Virtae's part, 

Her natural ally, 
And fashioning my soflen'd heart. 

Prepare it for the sky." 

This artless vow may heav'n receiye, 
And you, fond maid, approve : 

80 may your guiding angel give 
Whate*er you wish or love. 

So may the rosy-finger'd hours 

Lead on the various year. 
And ev'ry joy, which now is yours, 

Extend a larger sphere. 

And suns to come, as round they wheel 

Your golden moments bless. 
With all a tender heart can feel, 

Or lively fancy guess. 



TRANSLATION FROM VIRGIU 

MVKID, BOOK Vni. LIHB 18. 

Thus Italy was moved^-nor did the chief, 
£neas, in his mind less tumult feel. 
On every side his anxious thought he turns, 
Restless, unfit, not knowing what to choose. 
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TRANSLATION FROM VIRGIL. 8S 

And as a cistem that in brim of braas 
Confines the crystal flood, if chance the sun 
Smile on it, or the moon's resplendent orb. 
The quivering light now flashes on the walls, 
Now leaps uncertain to the vaulted roof: 
8uch were the wav'ring motions of his mind. 
'Twas night — and wearj nature sunk to rest, 
The birds, ^he bleating flocks were heard no more. 
At length, on the cold ground, beneath the damp 
And dewy vaults, fast by the river *s brink, 
The Father of his country sought repose. 
When lo ! among the spreading poplar boughs, 
Forth from his pleasant stream, propitious rose 
The god of Tiber : clear transparent gauze 
Infolds his loins, his brows with reeds are crown'd : 
And these his gracious words to sooth his care : 
" Heaven-born, who bring'st our kindred home again 
Rescued, ifnd giv*st eternity to Troy, 
Long have Laurentum and the Latian plains 
Expected thee ; behold thy fix'd abode. 
Fear not the threats of war, the storm is pass'd. 
The gods appeased. For proof that what thou hear'st 
Is no vain forgery or delusive dream, 
Beneath the grove that borders my green bank, 
A milk-white swine, with thirty milk-white young, 
Shall groet thy wond'ring eyes. Mark well the place, 
For 'tis thy place of rest : there end thy toils : 
There, thrice ten years elaps'd, fair Alba's walls 
Shall rise, fair Alba, by Ascanius' hand. 
Thus shall it be — now listen, while I teach 
The means t' accomplish these events at hand. 
Th' Arcadians here, a race from Pallas sprung, 
Following £?ander's standard and his fate. 
High on these mountains, a well chosen spot, 
Have built a city, for their Grandsire's sake, - 
Named Pallanteum. These, perpetual war 
Wage with the Latians : join'd in faithful league 
And arms oonfed'raiey add them to your camp. 
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Myself, between my winding banks, will speed 

Tour well-oar'd barks to stem thV opposing tide. 

Rise, goddoss-born, arise ; and with the first 

Declining stars, seek Juno in thy pray*r, 

And vanquish all her wrath with si^pliant vowi. 

When conquest crowns thee, then remember Mt, 

I am the Tiber, whose cerulean stream 

Heav'n favours ; I with copious flood divide 

These grawy banks, and cleave the fruitful meaidi« 

My mansion, This — and lofty cities crown 

My fountain-head" — He i^ko and sought the deep, 

And plnng'd his form beneath the closing flood. 

JEneas at the morning dawn awoke, 

And rising, with uplifted eye beheld 

The orient sun, then dipp'd his palms, and sooop'd 

The brimming stream, and thus addressed the skies ; 

'' Ye nymphs, Laurentian nymphs, who feed the sonree 

Of many a stteam, and thou, with thy blessed flood, 

O Tiber, hear, accept me, and afford, 

At length afford, a shelter from my woes. 

Where'er in secret cavern under ground, 

Thy waters sleep, where'er they spring to light, 

Since thou hast pity for a wretch like me. 

My off'rings and my vows shall wait thee still. 

Great horned Father of Hesperian floods. 

Be gracioos now and ratify thy word.*' 

He said, and chose two gallies from his fleet, 

Fits them with oars, and clothes the crew in armSi 

When lo ! astonishing and pleasing sight. 

The nulk-whito dam, with her unspotted brood, 

Lay stretoh'd Upon the bank, beneath the grove. 

To thee, the pious Prince, Juno, to thee 

Devotes them all, all on thine altar bleed. 

That live-long night old Tiber smooth'd his flood, 

And so restrain'd it, that it seem'd to stand 

Motionless as a pool, or silent lake, 

That not a billow might resist their oars. 

With chseilbl sound of tzhortation soon 
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TRANSLATION FROM VIRGIL. 85 
Their voyage tbey bogin ; the pitchy keel 
Slides throagh the gentle deep, the quiet stream 
Admires th' unwonted burthen that it bears, 
Well polish 'd arms, and vessels painted gay. . 
Beneath the shade of various trees, between 
Th' umbrageous branches of the spreading groves 
They cut their liquid way, nor day, nor night 
They slack their course, unwinding as they go 
The long meanders of the peaceful tide. 

The glowing sun was in meridian height, 
When from afar they saw the humble walls, 
And the few scatter'd cottages, which now 
The Roman pow'r has equall'd with the clouds'; 
But such was then Evander*s scant domain. 
They steer to shore, and hasten to the to^n. 

It chanc*d th' Arcadian monarch on that day, 
Before the walls, beneath a shady grove, 
Was celebrating high, in solemn feast, 
Alcides and his tutelary gods. 
Pallas, his son, was there, and there the chief 
Of all his youth ; with these, a worthy tribe, 
His poor but venerable senate, burnt 
Sweet incense, and their altars smok'd with blood. 
Soon as they saw the tow'ring masts approach. 
Sliding between the trees, while the crew rest 
Upon their silent oars, amazed they rose. 
Not without fear, and all forsook the feast. * 
But Pallas' undismayed, his jav'lin seiz'd, 
Rush'd td the bank, and from a rising ground 
Forbad tliem to disturb tho sacred rites. 
" Ye stranger youth ! What prompts you to explore 
This untried way ? and whither do ye ste^r ? 
Whence, and who are ye ? Bring ye peace or war ?** 
£nea8 from his lofly deck holds forth 
The peaceful olive-branch, and thus replies : 
** Trojans, and enemies to the Latian state, 
Whom they with unprovok'd hostilities 
Have driv'n away, thou see'st We nek Evuider— 

Vol. m. 8 
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86 TRANSLATION FROM VIRGIL. 

Say this — and say, besides, the Trojan chiefs 

Are come, and seek his friendship and his aid." 

Pallas with wonder heard that awful name. 

And ** whosoe'er thou art,'* he cried, '^ come forth ; 

Bear thine own tiding^ to my Father's ear, 

And be a welcome guest beneath our roof." 

He said, and press'd the stranger to his breast : 

Then led him from the river to the grove, 

Where, courteous, thus iBneas greets the king : 

** Best of the Grecian race, to whom I bow 

(So wills my fortune) suppliant, and stretch forth 

In sign of amity this peaceful branch. 

I fear'd thee not, although I knew thee well 

A Grecian leader, bgrn in Arcady, 

And kinsman of th' Atridte. Me my virtue. 

That means no wrong to thee — the Oracles, 

Our kindred families allied of old. 

And thy renown diffus'd through ev'ry land, 

Have all conspired to bind in friendship to thee, 

And send me not unwilling to thy shores. 

Dardanus author of the Trojan state, 

(So say the Greeks,) was fair Electra's son ; 

Electra boasted Atlas for her sire. 

Whose shoulders high sustain th' ethereal orbs. 

Your sire is Mercury, whom Maia bore, 

Sweet Maia, on Cyllene's hoary top. 

Her, iftwe credit aught tradition old. 

Atlas of yore, the self-same Atlas, claim'd 

His daughter. Thus united close in blood, 

Thy race and ours one common sire confess. 

With these credentials fraught, I would not send 

Ambassadors with artful phrase to sound, 

And win thee by degrees — ^but came myself — 

Me, therefore, me thou see'st ; my life the stake 

'TIS I, iEnoas, who implore thine aid. 

Should Daunia, that now aims the blow at thee, 

Prevail to conquer usy nought then, they think. 

Will hinder, but.Hesperia must be theirs. 
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All theirs, from th' upper to the nether sea. 
T&ke then our friendship, and return us thine. 
We too have couragre, we have noble minds, 
And youth well tried, and ezercis'd in arms." 

Thus spoke ^neas — He with fix'd regard 
Sur^ej'd him speaking, features, form, and mien. 
Then briefly thus — ^* Thou noblest of thy name, 
How gladly do I take thee to my heart. 
How gladly thus confess thee for a friend ; 
In thee I trace Anchises ; his thy speech, 
Thy voice, thy countenance. For I well remembe. 
Many a day since, when Priam journey 'd forth 
To Salamis, to see the land where dwelt 
Hesione, his sister, be push'd on 
E'en to Arcadia's frozen bounds. 'Twas then 
The bloom of youth was glowing on my cheek ; 
Much I admired the Trojan chiefs, and much 
Their king, the son of great Laomedon, 
But most Anchises, tow'ring o*er them all. 
A youtjiful longing seiz'd me to accost 
The hero, and embrace him ; I drew near, 
And gladly led him to the walls of Pheneus. 
Departing, he distinguish'd me with gifts, 
A costly quiver stored with Lycian darts, 
A robe inwove with gold, with gold embocs'd, 
Two bridles, those which Pallas uses now. 
The friendly league thou hast solicited 
I give thee therefore, and to-morrow all 
My chosen youth shall wait off your return. 
Meanwliile, since thus in friendship ye are come« 
Rejoice with us, and join to celebrate ' 
These annual rites, which may not be delay'd, 
And be at once famitiar at our board." 

He said, and bade replace the feast removed ; 
Himself upon a grassy bank disposed 
The crew, but for ^neas order'd forth 
A couch, spfead with a lion's tawny ihag, 
And bade him share the honours of his throne. 
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Th' appoiuted youth with glad alacrity 
Assist the laboring priest to load the board 
With roasted entrails of the slaughtered beeves, 
Well kneaded bread and mantling bowls. W^ll plei^d 
Mneas and the Trojan youth regale 
On the huge length of a wcll-pastar'd chine. 
Hunger appeas'd, and tables all despatch'd, 
Thus spake Evander : '' SupecsUtioa herei. 
In this our solemn feasting, has no part. 
No, Trojan friend, from utmost dajiger sav'-d, 
In gffttMude this worship we renew. 
Behold that rock which nods above the vale. 
Those bulks of broken stone dispers'd arouiMii 
How desolate the shatter'd cave a|»pearsi, 
And what a ruin spreads th' euhcijimber'd pbiii* 
Within this piljB, bat far within, was onee 
The den of Cacus ; dire hU hateful ferfn. 
That shunn'd the day, half monster and half ffiin^. 
Blood newly abed strefttn'd i9V<ef on th<e gr<9HnA 
Smoking, and many a visage poJe and wm 
Naird at his gate, hung hideous to tk^ sigh^. 
Vulcan begot the brute : v^ was his sise, 
And from his throat he belch'd his falher's firet. 
But the day came ih»t broughit 110 what we wi9h'4» 
Th' assistaaeia and the presence of a God^ 
Flush'd with his vict'ry and the spoils he won 
From triple-form'd Geryon, laiely slain, 
The great avenger, Hmrculies appear'd. 
Hither he drove his stately bulls, and pour'd 
His herds along the vale. But the sly thief 
Cacus, that nothing might escape his hand 
Of villany or fraad, drove from the stalls 
Four of the lordliest of his bolls, aad four 
The fairest of his heifers ; by the tail 
He dragg'd them to his den, and there copoeil^df 
No footstep might betray the dark abode. 
And now his herd with provendar suiSced 
Alcides would be gone ; they as thsy WMt 
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Still bellowing loud, made the deep echoing woods, 
And distant hills resound : when hark ! one ox. 
Imprisoned close within the vast recess, 
Lows in return, and frustrates all his hope. 
Then fury seized Alcides, and his breast 
IVith indignation heay*d ; grasping his club 
- Of knotted oak, swift to the mountain top 
He ran, he flew. Then first was Cacus seen 
To tremble, and his eyes bespoke his fears. 
Swift as an eastern blast he sought his den. 
And dread increasing, wing*d him as he went. 
Drawn up in iron slings above the gate 
A rock was hung enormous. Such his haste. 
He burst the chains, and dropped it at the door, i 
Then grappled it with iron work within 
Of bolts and bars by Vulcan's art contriy'd. 
Scarce was he &st, when panting for revenge 
Came Hercules ; he gnashed his teeth with rage, 
And quick as lightning glanc'd his eyes around 
In quest of entrance. Fiery red, and stung 
With indignation, thrice he wheel'd his course 
About the mountain ; thrice, but thrice intyain, 
He strove' to force the quarry at the gate. 
And thrice sat down overwearied in the vale. 
There stood a pointed rock, abrupt and rude 
That high o*erlook'd the rest, close at the back 
Of the fell monster's den, where birds obscene 
Of ominous note resorted, choughs and daws. 
This, as it lean'd obliquely to the left. 
Threatening the stream below, he ^m the right 
Push'd with his utmost strength, and to and fro 
He shook the mass, loos'ning its lowest base ; 
Then shoy*d it from its seat ; down fell the pile ; 
Sky thunder'd at the fall ; the banks give way, 
Th' affrighted stream flows upward to his source 
Behold the kennel of the brute expos'd. 
The gloomy Tault laid open. So, if chance 
8* 
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Earth yawning to the centre should disclose 

The mansions, the pale mansions of the dead, 

Loath'd by the Gods, such would the gulf appeari 

And the ghosts tremble at the sight of day. 

The monster braying with unusual 4in 

Within his liollow lair, and sore amaz'd 

To see such sudden inroads of the light, 

Alcides press'd him close with what at hand 

Lay readiest, stumps of trees, and fragment^ hvig^- 

Of millstone size. He, (for escape was none) 

Wondrous to tell I forth from his gorge di8charg*(i< 

A smoky cloud that darkened all the den ; 

Wreath after wreath he vomited amain 

The smothering vapour, miz'd with fiery sparks. 

No sight could penetrate the veil obscure. 

The hero, more prevented, endur'd not this. 

But, with a headlong leap, he rushed to wher« 

The thickest cloiid enveloped his abode. 

There grasped he Cacus, spite of all his fires, 

Till crush'd within his arms, the monster show* 

His bloodless throat, now dry with panting hard, 

And his press'd eyeballs start. Soon he tears down 

The barricade of rock ; the dark abyss 

Lies open, and th' imprison'd bulls, the theft 

He had with oaths denied, are brought to light : 

By th' heels the miscreant carcass is dragg'd fi>rUi. 

His face, his eyes, all terrible, his breast 

Beset with bristles, and his sooty jaws 

Are view'd with wonder never to be cloy'd. 

Hence the celebrity thou seest, and hence 

This festal day, Fotitius first enjoin 'd 

Posterity these solemn rites, he firsc 

With those who bear the great Pinarian name 

To Hercules devoted, in the grove 

This altar built, deem'd sacred in the highest 

By us, and sacred ever to be deem'd. 

Come then, my friends, and bind your yoatbf«l hrvw 
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In praiie of tucli deliv'rance, and hold fortli 
The brimming cup : your deities and ours 
Are now the same ; then drink, and freely too* 
So saying, be twisted round his re^'rend locks 
A variegated poplar wreath, and fiU'd 
His right hand with a consecrated bowl. 
At once all pour libations on the board. 
All offer pray'r. And now the radiant sphere 
Of day descending, eventide drew near. 
When first Potitius with the priests advanc'd, 
Begirt with skins, and torches in their hands. 
High piled with meats of sav'ry taste, thoy ranged 
The chargers, and renewed the grateful feast. 
Then came the Salii, crown'd with poplar too 
Circling the blazing altars ; here the youth 
Advanced, a choir harmonious ; there were heard 
The rev'rend seers responsive ; praise they sung, 
Much praise in honour of Alcides' deeds ; 
How first, with infant gripe, two serpents huge 
He strangled, sent from Juno ; next they sung, 
How Troja and the Oechalia he destroyed, 
Fair cities both, and many a toilsome task 
Beneath Eurystheus, (so his step-dame will'd) 
Achieved victorious. Thou, the cloud-born pair, 
Hyleus fierce and Pholos, monstrous twins, 
Thou slew'st the Minotaur, the plague of Crete, 
And the vast lion of the Nemean rock. 
Thee HeU, and Cerberus, Hell's porter, fear'd, 
Stretcb'd ih his den upon his half-gnawM bones. 
Thee no abhorred form, not e'en the vast 
Typh<Bus could appal, though clad in arms. 
Hail, true bom son of Jove, among the Gods 
At length enroll'd, nor least illustrious thou, 
Haste thee propitious, and approve our songs f " 
Thus hymn'd the chorus ; above all they sing 
The cave of Cacus, and the flames he breath'd. 
The whole grove echoes, and the hills rebound. 
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The rites perform*d all hasten to tlie town. 
The king, bending with age, held as he went 
JEnoaa and his Pallas by the hand, 
With much variety of pleasing talk 
Short'ning the way. ^neas, with a smile, 
Looks round him, charm 'd with the delightful scene 
And many a question asks, and much he learns 
Of heroes far renown'd in ancient times. 
Then spake Evander. These extensive groves 
Were once inhabited by fawns and nymphs 
Produced beneath their shades, and a rude race 
Of men, the progeny uncouth of elms 
And knotted oaks. They no refinement knew 
Of laws or manners civilized, to yoke 
The steer, with forecast provident to store 
The hoarded grain, or manage what they had, 
But browsed like beasts upon the leafy boughs, 
Or fed voracious on their hunted prey. 
An exile from Olympus, and expelPd 
His native realm by thunder-bearing Jove, 
First Saturn came. He from the mountains drew 
This herd of men untractable and fierce, 
And gave them laws ; and calPd his hiding-place, 
This growth of forests, Latium. Such the peace 
His land possessed, the golden age was then, 
So fam*d in story ; till by slow degrees 
Far other times, and of far diff rent hue, 
Succeeded thirst of gold and thirst of blood. 
Then came Ausonian bands, and armed nosts 
From Sicily, and Latium often changed 
Her master and her name. At length arose 
Kings, of whom Tibris of gigantick form 
Was chief, and we Italians since have calVd 
The river by his name ; thus Albula 
(So was the country call'd in ancient days) 
Was quite forgot. Me from my native land 
An exile, thro' the dangerous ocean driv'n, 
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Rosietleat fortune and relentless fate 
Placed where thou see'st me. Pbcebus, and 
The nymph Carmentisi with maternal care, 
Attendant on mj wand'rings, fix'd me lieie. 

[Ten lines omUtedJ] 

He said, and ehow'd him the Tarpeian rock, 
And the rude spot, where now the capitol 
Stands all ma|;nifieent and bright with gold, 
Then overgrown with thorns. And yet e'en then 
The swains beheld that sacred scene with awe ; 
The grove, the rock, inspijned religious fear. 
This grove, he said, that crowns the lofty top 
Of this fair hill, some deity, we know, 
Inhatltf , bi»t what deity we doubt. 
Th' Arcadians speak of Jupiter himself, 
That they have often seen him, shaking here 
His gloomy iEgis, while the thunder-storms 
Came rolling all aronnd him. Turn thy eyes, 
Behold that ruin ; those dismantled wallsj 
Where once two towns, laaiculum — 
By Janus this, and that by Saturn built, 
Satumi.1. Such discourse brought them beneath 
The roof of poor Svander, thence they saw. 
Where now the proud and atately foruiu stands, 
The grazing herds wide scatter'd o'er the Held. 
Soon as he enter'd-^Hercules, he said. 
Victorious Uer<M)les, on this threshold trod, 
These walk contained him^ hwnble as they are. 
Dare to despise magmficence, my friend. 
Prove thy divine descent by worth divine, 
Nor view with haughty ^corn this mean abode. 
So saying, he led ^neas by the hand, 
And pkc'd him on a cushion stuffd with leaves^ 
Spread wJKh tke skin of a Libistian bear. 

IThe JS^mde qf Vem9 and Vidcm imatud^ 
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While thus in Lemnos Vulcan was omployed, 
Awakeu'd by the gentle dawn of day, 
And the shrill song of birds beneath the eaves 
Of his low manfiion, old Evander rose. 
His tunick, and the sandals on his feet, 
And his good sword well-girded to his side, 
A panther's skin dependent from his left. 
And over his right shoulder thrown aslant, 
Thus was he clad. Two mastiffs followed hlnii 
His whole retinue and his nightly guard. 



OVID. TRIST. LIB. V. ELEG. XII 

Scribis, ut ohlectem. 

Tov bid me write t'amuse the tedious hours, 
And save from with'ring my poetick powers. 
Hard is the task, my friend, for verse should flow 
From the free mind, not fetter 'd down by wo ; 
Restless amidst unceasing tempests tost. 
Whoe'er has cause for sorrow, I have most. 
Would you bid Priam laugh, his sons all slain. 
Or childless Niobe from tears refrain, 
Join the gay dance, and lead the festive train ? 
Does grief or stady most befit the mind. 
To this remote, this barb'rous nook confin'd ? 
Could you impart to my unshaken breast, 
The fortitude by Socrates possess'd. 
Soon would it sink beneath such woes as mine, 
For what is human strength to wrath divine ? 
Wise as he was, and Heav'n pronounc'd him so, 
My suflTrings would have laid that wisdom low. 
Could I forget my country, thee and all, 
And e'en th' offence to which ) owe my fall, 
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Yet fear alone would freeze the poet's vein, 
While hostile troops swarm o'er the dreary plain. 
Add that the fatal rust of long disuse 
Unfits me for the service of the muse. 
Thistles and weeds are all we can expect 
From the best soil impov'rish»''d by neglect ; 
Unexercised, and to his stall confined, 
The fleetest racer would be lefl behind ; 
The best built bark that cleaves the wat'ry way, 
Laid useless by, would moulder and decay — 
No hope remains that time shall me restore. 
Mean as I was, to what I was before. 
Think how a series of desponding cares 
Benumbs the genius, and its force impairs. 
How oft, as now on tills devoted sheet, 
My verse constrain'd to move with measured feet, 
Reluctant and laborious limps along. 
And proves itself a wretched exile's song. 
What is it tunes the most melodious It^ys ? 
'Tis emulation and the thirst of praise, 
A noble thirst, and not unknown to me, 
While smoothly wafted on a calmer sea. 
But can a wretch like Ovid pant for fame ? 
No, rather let the world forget my name. 
Is it because that world approved my strain, 
Tou prompt me to the same pursuit again ? 
No, let the Nine th' ungrateful truth excusd, 
I charge my hopeless ruin on the Muse, 
And, like Ferillus, meet my just desert. 
The victim of my own pernicious art. , 
Fool that I was, to be so warn'd in vain, 
And shipwreck'd once to tempt the deep again. 
Ill fares the bard in this unlettered land. 
None to consult, and none to understand. 
The purest verse has no admirers here, 
Tneir own rude language only suits their ear. 
Rude as it Is, at length familiar grown, 
I learn it, and almost unlearn mv own-* 
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Tet to say truth, e'en here the Muse disdain# 
Confinement, and attempts her former strains, 
But finds the strong desire is not the pow'r, 
And what her taste condemns, the flames deiF<mt, 
A part, perhaps, like this, escapes the doom, 
And tho' unworthy, finds a friend at Rome* 
But oh the cruel art, that could undo 
Its vot'ry thus, would that could perish too : 



A TALE» 
FOUNDED ON A FACT. 

WHICH HAPPEITBD IN JANUARY^ 1799. 

Where Humber pours his rich commercial stream, 

There dwelt s wretch who breatli'd but to blaspheme 

In subterraneous caves his life he led. 

Black as the mino in which he wrought for breed. 

When on a day emerging from the deep, 

A sabbath-day, (such sabbaths thousands keep I) 

The wages of his weekly toil he bore 

To buy a cock — whose blood might win him more * 
/As if the noblest of the fcalher'd kind 
\ Were but for battle and for death designed ; 

As if the consecrated hours were meant 

For sport, to minds on cruelty intent ; 

It chanc'd (such chances Providence obey) 

Ho met a fellow-lab'rer on the way, 

Whose heart the same desires had once inflam*d ;, 

Bat now the lavage temper wee reeltimU 
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Persuasion on his lips had taken place ; 
^FoT all plead well, who plead the cause of |^ace. 
His iron-heart with scripture he assail'd, 
Woo'd him to hear a serpon, and prevailed 
His faithful bow the mighty preacher drew. 
Swift, 80 the lightaing-gUn^se, the arrow fleir. 
He wept ; he trembled ; cast his eyes around, 
' To find a worse than he ; but none he found. 
He felt his sins, and wonder'd he should feel, 
^^^Grace made the wound, and grace alone could heal. 
Now farewell oaths, and blasphemies, and lies ! 
^^e quits the sinner's for the martyr's prize. 
f That holy day which washed with n^ny a iear, 
Gilded with hope, yet shaded too by fear. 
The next, his swarthy brethren of the mine 
Leam'd, by his altor'd speech — ^the change divine * 
Latigh'd when they should have wept, and swore the 

day 
"Was nigh, when he would swear as fast as they. 
^ No, (said the penitent,) such words shall share 
This breath no more ; devoted now to pray'r. 
O ! if thou see'st (thine eye the future sees) 
That I sl^ll yet again blaspheme like these ; 
Now strike me to the ground -on which I kneel, 
Ere yet this heart relapses into steel ; 
Now take me to that Heayen I once defied, 
Thy presence, thy ctmhcace !"-^He sffik^ <^ ^^ 
Vol. III. 9 
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TRANSLATION 

OF A 

SIMILE IN PARADISE LOST. 

[June, 1780. 

« So wherif from mountain tops, the dMsky clouds 
" Jiscendingf fyc'* 

Quales aerii montis de vertice nubes 

Cum Burgunt, et jam BoresB tumida ora quierunt. 

Caelum hilares abdit, spissa caligine, vultus : 

Turn si jucundo tandem sol prodeat ore, 

£t croceo monies et pascua lumine tingat, 

Gaudent omnia, aves mulcent concentibus agros, 

Balatuque ovium colles vallesque resultant. 



TRANSLATION 

OF 

DRYDEN'S EPIGRAM ON MILTON 

" Thrtt PoetSf in three distant ages fcom, ^. " 
IJuly, 1780.] 

Trbs tria, sed longe distantia, sscula vates 
Ostentant tribus e gentibus eximios 

Grecia sublimem, cum majestato disertum 
Roma tulit, felix Anglia utrique parem. 

Partnbus ex binis Natura exhausta, coacta eit, 
Tortiot at fieiat, couaooiAio duoc 
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TO THE REV. MR. NEWTON, 

Oir HIS HXTVRir FROM RAMSOATS. 

[Oct. 1780.] 

That ocean you have late enrTey'd, 

Those rocks I too have seen, 
But 1 afflicted and dismayed, 

Yon tranqoil and serene. 

Ton from the flood-controlling steep 
Saw stretched before yonr view, 

With conscious joy, the threat'ning deep. 
No longer such to you. 

To me, the waves that ceaseless broke 

Upon the dangerous coast, 
Hoarsely and ominously spoke 

Of all my treasure lost. 

Tour sea of troubles you have past, 

And found the peaceful shore ; 
1, tempest toss*d, and wreck'd at last. 

Come home to port no more. 



LOVE ABUSED. 

What Is there in the vale of life 
Half so delightful as a wife, 
"When friendship, love, and peace combine 
To stamp the marriage bond divine ? 
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The stream of pure and geniune love 
Derives its current from above ; 
And earth a second Eden shows^ 
Where'er the healing water flows ; 
But ahy if from the dykes and drtias- 
Of sensual nature's fev'rish veins, 
Lust, like a lawless headstrong flood, 
Impregnated with ooze and mud, 
Descending &8t on every side, 
Once mingles with the daered tide|. 
Farewell tj^e soul-enliv'ning seeiie I 
The banks that wore a smiling: gre«%. 
With rank defilement overspread, 
Bewail their flow'ry beauties deadl 
The stream poIlnted» dark, and 4qU^ 
Difius'd into a 8ty|^ pool, 
Through life's last mekmcholy jeHrt' 
Is fed with overflowing tears : 
Complamts mqiply the aephyr^ pait» 
And sighs that heave a breakJa^heirti' 



A POETICAL EPISTLE TO LADT 

AUSTEN. 

Dec. 17, 1781. 

DsAR Ahha-— between friend and friend, 
Prose answers every common end ; 
Serves, in a plain and homely way, 
T' express th' occurrence of the day ; 
Our health, the weather, and the news ; 
What walks we take, what books we chooM^ 
/ And aU the floating thoughts we find- 
's Upon the surface of the mind. 
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AN EPISTLE TO LADY AUSTEN. 101 
. But when a poet takes the pen, 
(Far more alive than other men, 
< He feels a gentle tingling come 
'•Down to his finger and his thnmb, 
Derived from nature's noblest part, 
The centre of a glowing hejirt : 
And this is what the world^who knows 
No flights above the pitch of prose, J 
His more sublime vagaries slighting. 
Denominates an itch for writing. 
; No wonder I^ho scribble rhyme 
! To catch the triflers of the timej) 
And tell them truths divine and clear, 
.Which, couched in prose, they will not hear ; 
Who labour hard to allure and draw 
The loiterers I never saw. 
Should feel that itching, and that tingling 
With all my purpose intermingling, 
To your intrinsick merit true. 
When call'd t' address myself to you. 

Mysterious are his ways, whose powtr 
Brings forth that unexpected hour, 
When minds, that never met before, 
Shall meet, unite, and part no more : 

^It is the allotment of the skies. 
The hand of the Supremely Wise, 
That guides and governs our affectiom, 

. And plans and orders our connejdons : 

/ Directs us in our distant road, 

{^And marks the bounds of our abode. 
Thus we were settled when you found Of, 
Peasants and children all around us. 
Not dreaming of so dear a friend. 
Deep in the abyss of Silver-End.* 

* An obscure part of Olney, adjoining to the rssidtnc* of 
Cowper, which ftoed ilie mariiet-plaoe 
9* 
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108 AN EPISTLE TO LADT AUSTSJU. 

ThuB Martha, e'en against her wiU, 
Perch'd on the top of yonder hill ; 
And you, though you must needs prefer 
The fairest scenes of sweet Sancerre/ 

^Are come from distant Loire, to choose 

i A cottage on the banks of Ouse. 
This page of Providence quite new, 
And now just op'ning to our view. 
Employs our present thoughts and paiiui 
To guess, and spell, what it contaios : 

/ ^But day by day, and year by year, 
Will make the dark enigma clear > 
And furnish us, perhaps, at last, 
Like other scenes already past. 
With proof, that we, and our affairsy 

^^re part of a Jehovah's cares : 

TFor God unfolds, by slow degrees, 
The purport of his deep decrees ; 
Sheds every hour a clearer light 

( In aid of our defective sight ; 

1 And spreads at length before the soul 

} A beautiful and perfect whole, 

j Which busy man's inventive brain 

^ Toils to anticipate, in vain. 

Say, Anna, had you never known 
The beauties of a rose full blown, 
' Could you, tho' luminous your eye. 
By looking on the bud, descry. 
Or guess, with a prophetick power, 
' The future splendour of the flower t 
; Just so, th' Omnipotent who turns 
"- The system of a world's concerns, 
From mere minutie can educe 
Events of most important use ; 
fAnd bid a dawning sky display 
( The blaze of a meridian day. 

* Lady Austen's retidmet ia Vna» 
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/The worki of man tend, one and all, 

; As needs they must, from great to small , 

I And Tanity. absorbs at length 

I The monuments of human strength. 

' But who ean tell how vast the ptani . * 

Which this day's incident began ! 

Too small, |>erhaps, the sfig^ht occasion. 

For our dim-sighted observation ; 

It pass'd unnotic'd, as the bird . 7"' 

That cleaves the yielding air unheard, ^ • 

And yet may prove, when understood^ *^ 

An harbinger of endless good. 

Not that I deem, or mean to call 
Friendship a blessing cheap or smaU . 
But merely to remark', that ours. 
Like some of nature's sweetest flowers, 
Rose from a seed of tiny size. 
That seem'd to promise no such prize > 
A transient visit intervening. 
And made almost without a meaning, 
(Hardly the effect of inclination. 
Much less of pleasing expectation,) 
Froduc'd a friendship, then begun, 
That has cemented us in one ; 
And plac'd it in our pow'r to prove, 
By long fidelity and love. 
That Solomon has wisely spoken : 
^ A threefold cord is not soon broken." 
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FROM A LETTER TO THE REV. MR. NEWTON 

Late Rector of St. Mary Woolnotk. 

[Dated May 28, 1782.] 

8ats the pipe to the snuff-box, I can't understand 
What the ladies and gentlemen see in your (aoe 

That you are in fashion all over the land, 
And 1 am so much fallen into disgrace. 

Do but see what a pretty contemplative air 

I give to the company — pray do but note *em — 
Ton would think that the wise men of Greece were all 
there, 
Or, at least, would suppose them the wise men of 
Gotham. 

My breath is as sweet as the breath of blown roses, 

While you are a nuisance where'er you appear ; 
\ There is nothing but sniveling and blowing of noses. 
Such a noise as turns any man's stomach to bear. 

Then lifting his lid in a delicate way, 

And op'ning his mouth with a smile quite engaging, 
The box in reply was heard plainly to say, 

What a silly dispute is this we are waging ! 

If you have a little of merit to claim, 

Ton may thank the sweet-smelling Virginian weed. 
And I, if I seem to deserve any blame, 

The before-mentioned drug in apology plead. 

Thus neither the praise nor the blame is our own, 
No room for a sneer, much less a cachinnos, 

We are vehicles, not of tobacco alone, 
But of any thing elie they may chooee to pat ta ««« 
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THE COLUBRIAD. 

, [1T82.] 

Olosx by the threihold of a door nail'd ftflt» 
Three kittenenft : each kitten look'd ag)iwL 
I paMing swift, and inattentive by, 
At the three kittens cast a careless eye y 
Not much concerned to know what they did then ; 
Not deeming kittens worth ar poet's care. 
But presently a loud and fiirious hiss 
Caused me to stop, and to exclaim " what's this ?" 
When lo *. upon the threshold met my view, 
With head erect, and eyes of fieiy hue, 
A viper, long as Count de Grasse's queue. 
Forth from his head his forked tongue he throws, 
Darting it full against a kitten's nose ; 
Who, having never seen, in field or house, 
The like, sat still i^d,silent as a mouse : 
Only projecting, with attention due. 
Her whisker'd fitce, she ask'd him, " who u% yoa 9 
On to the hall went I, with pace not sbw, 
But swift as lightning, for a long Dutch hoe :• 
With which well arm'd 1 )iaston*d to the spot^ 
To find the viper, but I found him not. 
And turning up Uie leaves and shrubs around^ 
^"^^ound only, that he was not to be found. 
But still the kittens sitting as before. 
Sat watching close the bottom of the door 
« I hope," said I, " the villain 1 would kiU, 
Has slipp'd between the door, and the door'eiUl ; 
And if I make despatch, and follow hard. 
No doubt but I shall find him in the yard :" 
For long ere now it should have been reheaxs'd, 
Twas in the gaiden that I found him first 
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£▼*!! there 1 found liim, there the full-grown cat - 

His head, with yeivet paw, did gently pat ; 

As curious as the kittens erst had been 

To learn what this phenomenon might mean. 

Fill'd with heroick ardour at the sight, 

And fearing every moment he would bite, 

And rob our household of our only cat, 

That was of age to combat with a rat ; 

With outstretched hoe I slew him at the door, 

And taught him never to come there no mors 



/ 



ON FRIENDSHIP. 

Amicitia nisi inter bonos esse non potest. . . . Cicero 

[1782.] 

; What virtue can we name, or grace, 
• ] But men unqualified and base 
I Will boast it their possession ? 
Profusion apes the noble part 
Of liberality of heart. 

And dulness of discretion. 

But as the gem of richest cost 
Is ever counterfeited most, 

So, always, imitation 
Employs the utmost skill she can 
To counterfeit the faithful man, 

The friend of long duration. 

Some will pronounce me too severe— 

But long experience speaks tlie clear ; 

Therefore that censure scorning, 
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ON FRIENDSHIP. I<)7 

I will proceed to mark the shelves, 
On which so many dash themseWeSi 
And give the simple warning. 

Touth, unadmonish'd by a guide, 

Will trust to any fair outside : 
An errour soon corrected ; 
/For who, but learns, with riper years, 
I That man, when smoothest he appears* 
V Is most to be suspected ! 

But here again a danger lies 
Lest, thus deluded by our eyes, 
**^ And taking* trash for treasure, 
We should, when undeceiv'd, conelud* 
Friendship, imaginary good, 
A mere Utopian pleasure. 

An acquisition, rather rare, 
Is yet no subject of despair ; 

Nor should it seem distressful, 
If either on forbidden ground. 
Or, where it was not to be found, 

We sought it unsuccessful. 

/No friendship will abide the test 

[ That stands on sordid interest 

And mean self-love erected 

Nor such, as may awhile subsist 

*Twizt sensualist and sensualist, 

For vicious ends connected. 

/ Who hopes a friend, should have a heart; 
' Himself, well furnished for the part, 

And ready on occasion 
; To show the virtue that he seeks ; 
{ For *tis an union that bespeaks 

A just rooiprocation. 
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/A fretful temper will diTide 
VThe doeett knot that may be tied, 
3y ceeeelen eherp oorroiioQ - 
f A temper passionate and fierce 
I May suddenly your joys disperse 
^ At one immense explosion. 

In vain the talkatiTe unite 
With hope of permanent delight, 

The secret jvst comihitted : 
They drop through mere desire to prate, 
Forgetting its important weight, 

And by themselves outwitted. 



( 



How brij^ht eoe'er the proepeet seems, 
fAH thoughU of friendship are but dHuyni. 
L If envy chanoe to creep in ; 
An envious man, if you succeed, 
May prove a dang^xous foe indeed, 
But not a friend worth kee|ftiag. 

As envy pines at fgood posaess'd. 
So jealousy looks forth dislress'd 

On good that seems approaching; 
And, if success his steps attend, 
Discerns a rival in a friend. 

And hates him for eneroaohiBy* 

Hence authors of Hlustrious name, 
(Unless belied by common fame,) 

Are sadly prone to quarrel ; 
To deem the wit a friend displays 
So much of loss to their own prai^ei 

And pluck each other's laurel. 

I A man renowned for repartee, 
I Will seldom scruple to make free 
With friendship's finest feeltng> 
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/ Will tlurast a dagger at your broMt 
^ ' And tell you, 'twas a special je«t, 
By way of balm for healing. 

Beware of toilers ; keep your ear 
Close stopped against the tales they tear ; 

Fruits of their own invention ; 
The separation of chief friends 
Is what their kindness most -intends ; 

Their sport is your dissension. 

Friendship that wantonly admits 
A joco-serious play of wits 

In brilliant altercation, 
Is union [^uch as indicates. 
Like hand-in-hand insurance-plates, 

Danger of conflagration. 

f Some fickle creatures boast a soul * 

' True as the needle to the pole ; 
Tet shifting, like the weather, 
The needle's constancy forego 
For any norelty, and show 
ItB varia.tion8 rather 

Insensibility makes some 
Unseasonably deaf and dumb, 

When most you need their pity ; 
'TIS waiting^ill the tears shall &11 
j From Gog and Magog in GuildhAlI, j 

Those playthings of the city. 

The great and small but rarely meet 

On terms of amity complete : 
^ Th* attempt would scarce be nuMUf 
; Should any, from the bottom, hope 

At one huge stride to reach Uie top 
Of an erected ladder. 
Vol. UL 10 
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/Conrtier and patriot oonnot mix 
vTheir het'rogeneous politicks 
Without an efiervescence, 
Such aa of salts with lemon juice 
But which is rarely known t' induce. 
Like that, a coalescence. 



r Religion should extinguish strife, 
And make a calm of human life * 

Rat even those who differ 
Only on topicks left at large. 
How fiercely will they meet and charge 

No combatants are stiffer. 

To prove, alas ! my main intent. 
Needs no great cost of argument. 

No cutting and contriving ; 
Seeking a real friend, we seem 
T* adopt the chymist's golden dream 

With still less hope of thriving. 

Then judge, or ere you choose your man 
As circumspectly as you can, 

And, having made election. 
See that no disrespect of yours. 
Such as a friend but ill endures, 

Enfeeble his affection. 

' It is not timber, lead, and stone, 
; An architect requires alone. 

To finish a great building ) 
The palace were but half complete. 
Could he by any chance forget 
The carving and the gilding. 

As similarity of mind. 
Or something not to be defin'd, 
First rivets our attention ; 
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So, manners decent and polite, 
The same we practis'd at first sight, 
Most save it from declension 

/The man who hails you Tom—- or Jack, 
And proves by thumping on your baok 
! His sense of your great merit, 

i b such a friend, that one had need 
\ Be very much his friend indeed, 
To pardon, or to bear it. 

;8ome friends make this their prudent plan— 
« Say little, and hear all you can ?'* 
Safe policy, but hateful. 
i Se barren sands imbibe the show'r, 
V But render neither fruit nor flow*r 
Unpleasant and ungrateful 

They whisper trivial things, and small ; 
/ Bat, to communicate at afl 
/ Things serious, deem improper ; 

Their feculence and froth they show, 

But keep their best contents below, 
Just like a simm'ring copper. 

These samples (for alas ! at last 

These are but samples, and a taste 

Of evils yet unmentioned) 
f May prove the task, a task indeed, 
I In which 'tis much, if we succeed* 
^ However well-intention'd. 

Pursue the theme, and you shall find 
A disciplined and fumish'd mind 

To be at least expedient. 
And after summing all the rest, 
Religion ruling in the breast 

A principal ingredient. 
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112 THE LOSS OF THE ROTAL GfiORGfi. 
Trad friendship has, in qhort, ft'grao* 
More than terrestrial in its &O0,« '. 

That proves it heav'n-descenctodc - 
Man's love of woman not so pure. 
Nor, whn sinoerest, so secure 

To last tm U& is ended. 
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ITo the March in Scipia,} 

WBITTEN WOBV TBS NEWS ABMTI^ 

[Septemherf 1782.] 

Toll for the brave ! 

Tim hunt that are bq. mot^ 
All a«nh beneath the wave, 

Faet hf their native sh^re I 

Sight hundred of the brave, 

Whose courage well was tried, 

Had made the vessel heel, 
And laid her on her side. 

A land breese shook the shrouds, 

And she was overset ; 
Down went the Royal George, 

With all her crew complete. 

Toll for the brave ! 

Brave Kempenfolt is gone ; 
His last sea-fight is fought ; 

His work of glory done. 
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THE LOSS OF THE ROTAL GEORGE. 113 

It wa« not in the battle ; 

No tempest gave the shock ; 
She sprang no fatal leak ; 

She ran upon no rock. 

His sword was m his sheath ; 

His fingers held the pen, 
When Kempenfelt went down, 

With twice four hundred 



Weigh the vessel up, 

Once dreaded by our foes ! 
And mingle with our cup, 

The tear that England ow«i. 

Her timbers yet are sound. 
And she may float again, 

Foll-charg'd with England's thunder^ 
And plough the distant main. 

Bat Kempenfelt is gone, 
His victories are o'er ; . 

And he and his eight hundred, 
Shall plough the wave no more. 
10 • 
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WSUBMERSIONEM NAVIGII, CUI QEORGIUS 
HEGALIS JSOMEN, IJSDITUM. 

Pla5oimus fortes. Periere fortes, 
Patrium propter periere littus 
His quater centum ; sabito so]) alta 
JKquore mersl. 

NaviB^ innitens lateri, jacebat, 
Malus ad summas tr«pidabat imdaty 
' Cum levis, funes quatienSi ad imum 
' r Depulit aura. 

Plangimiis fortes. Nimis, heu, cadncam 
Fortibus vitam voluere parcse, 
Nee sinunt ultra tibi nos recentes 
Nectere laurus. 

Magrne, qui nomen, licet incanorunii 
Traditum ex multis atavis tuHsti ! 
At tuos olim memorabit nvum 
Omne triumphos. 

Non hjems illos foribunda merslt, 
Non mari in clauso scopuli latentesy 
Fissa non rimis abies, nee atroz 
Abstulit ensis. 

NavitflB sed turn nimium jocosi 
Voce fallebant hilari laborem, 
£t quiescebat calamoque dextram im* 
pleverat heros. 

Vot, quibus cordi est grrave opus pinmqiMi 
Humidum ex alto spolium Icvate, 
Et putrescentes sub aquis amicos 
lUddit* ami«if ! 
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115 ON PEACE. 

Hi qoidem (sic dis placuit) fuere : 
Sed ratis, nondum putris, ire pouit 
Rorsiu in bellum, Britouumque nomen 
ToUere ad astr^ 



SONG 
ON FEAGG. 

WBima IV TBX SVMMSR OF 1783, AV THI BSqUXST 
or LADT AUSTEH, WHO OATE THE •MntlUMtn* 

Mr^' My fond shepherds of UU;*' ^. 

No longer I follow a souad ; 
No longer a dream 1 purstto : 
' O liappinoflB ! not to be foirnd, 
Unattainable treasure, adieo I 

I have lought thee U eploiidoiir and dnat, 
In the regions of pleaaoro and taste $ 

I have sought thee, and seem'd to possMSy 
But have prov'd thee a viskm at lait. 

An humble ambition and hope 
The voide of true wisdom inspires : 

Tis sufficient, if Peace be the soepe. 
And the summit of all our desires. 

Peace may be the lot of the nand 
TkU seeks m itineekness sod IpTS ;- 

(Bat rapture and bliss are confin'd 
To the glorified spirits above. 
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SONG.* 

Air- «' The Lass of Pattie's Jim: 

I Wbxh all within is peace, 

How nature teems to smile ' 
Delights that never cease, 

The live-long day beguile. 
From mom to dewy eve. 

With open hand she showen 
Fresh blessings to deceive. 

And sooth the silent hours. 

It is content of heart 

Gives nature power to please % 
The mind that feek no smart, 

Enlivens all it sees ; 
Can make a wint'ry sky 

Seem bright as smiling May, 
And evening's closing eye 

As peep of early day. 

The vast majestiok globe. 

So beauteously array'd 
In nature's various robe, 

With wondrous skill displi^'d, 
l8 to a mourner's heart 

A dreary wild at best ; 
' It flutters to depart, 

And longs to be,at rest. 

• Also written at the request of Lady At 
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VERSES 

•ILBOTXD FaOW AIT WQAMOVAh P<NMf » SMNVIiB* 

VALEDICTION. 

lJfo9emkerj 1783.] 

Oh FriexkMup ! 0>r(ISBl of th« human breilit 
So little ftU, 80 ftrrently profen'd ! ^ 

Thy bloflsoms deck our nnsttspecting^ Tean ; 
The promise of delicious fhiit appears : 
We hug tlie hopes of constancy and trath, 
Soch is the folly of onr dreaming youth ; 
But soon, alas ! detect the rash misiake 
That sanguine inexperience loves to make , 
And view with tears th' expected harvest lost, 
^Pecay*d by time, or witber'd by a flrost. 
f Whoever undertakes a friend's great part 
Should be renew*d in nature, pure in heart, 
I Prepared for martyrdom, and strong to prove 
I A thousand ways the force of genuine love. 
/ He may be call'd to give up health and gain, 

T' exchange content for trouble, ease for pain, 
I To echo sigh for sigh,. and groan for groan, 
\^d wet his cheeks with sorrows not his own. 
^he heart of man, for such a task too frail, 
^Wben most relied on, is most sure to fail ; 
And, summon'd to partake its fellow's wo, 
Starts from its office, like a broken bow. 
r Vot'ries of business, and of pleasure, prove 
I Faithless alike in friendship and in love. 
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118 FROM THE POEM OF VALEDICTION. 

Retired from all the oircleB of the gay, 
And all the crowds, that bustle life awajr, 

fTo scenes, where competition, envy, strife, 
Beget no thunder-clonds to trouble life. 
Let me, the charge of some good angel,' find 
One, who has known, and has escaped mankind ; 
Polite, yet virtuous, who has brought away 

"^he manners, not the morals, of the day : 
With him, perhaps with Aer, (for men have known 
No firmer friendships than the fair have shown,) 
Let me enjoy, in some nnthought-of spot, 
AU former friends forgiven, and forgot, 
Down to the close of life's ftst fiuiing scenisy 
Union of hearts, without a flaw between. 
'TIS grace, 'tis bounty, and it calls finr praiM, 

! If God give health, Uiat sunshine of oujt days! 

' And if he add, a blessing shared by few, 
Content of heart, more praises still are due— • 

I But if he grant a friend, that boon possessed 
Indeed is treasure, and.crowns all the rest ; 

; And giving one, whose heart is in the skies. 
Bom from above, and made divinely wise, 
He gives, what bankrupt nature never can. 
Whose noblest coin is light and brittle man, 
<}old, purer &r than Ophir ever knew, 
A soul, an image of himself, and therefore triM. 
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THE SHORTNESS OT HUMAN LIFE, lid 

IN BREVITATEM VITiE SPATII HOMINIBUS 
CONCESSI. 

BT DR. JORTIir. 

Hsi mihi ! Lege^nta lol oceidit atque reforgit, 
Ltmaque mutate reparat diqpendia formei 
Astraqae, pnrpnrei telis eztincta diei, 
Ruraiit nocte yigent. Homiles tellnriB alumni 
GraminiB herba yerens, et florum picta propago,' 
Quo8 crudelifl hyems lethali tabe peredit, * 

Cum Zephyri vox blanda yocat| rediitque Mreni •*- 
TemperieB amii, fflecundo, e cespite surgunt. 
No0 domini rerum, nos, magna et pulchra minati, 
Cum breve yer vitie robustaqtie transiit astas, 
Deficimus ; nee nos ordo revolubilis auras 
Reddit in ethereas, tumuli neque claustra reiolyit 



ON THX 

SHORTNESS OF HUMAN LIFE. 

TRANSLATION OF THE FOREGOING. 

[JaTiuary, 1784.] 

Suns that set, and moons that wane, 
Rise, and are restor'd again, 
Stars that orient day subdues, 
Night at her return renews. 
Herbs and flowers, the beauteous birth 
Of the genial womb of earth, 
Suffer but a transient death 
From the wintar's cruel bretik 
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120 TO HIB8 C , ON H£ft BUtTB-DAt. 

Zephyr speaks ; serenor skies 
Warm the glebe, and they arise. 
We, alas ! Earths haughty kings, 
We, that promise mighty things, • 
Losing soon life's happy prime, 
Droop, and fiule, in little time. 
^ Spring returns, hot not our bloem, 
Still 'tis wiBter ia the tomb. 



EPITAPH ON JOHNSON. 

[Jatrntry, 1785.] 

Hebi Johnson lies — a sage by all allow'd. 
Whom to have bred, may well make England protid , 
Whose prose was eloquence, by wisdom taught ; 
The gracefhl vehicle of virtuous thought ; 
Whoee verse may claim — ^grave, masculine, and strong, 
Superioor praise to tho mere poet's song ; 
Who many a noble gift from Heav'n possess'd, 
"^And faith at last, alone worth all the rest. 
O man, immortal by a double prize. 
By fiune on oaith--by glory in the skies ! 



TO HISS C , ON HER BIRTH-BAT. 

[1786.] 

How many between.^a^ and weft, 

Disgrace their pareilt earUi, " 
Whose deeds constrain us to detsit 

The day thatgit* «^ett barth't 
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GRATITUDE. 121 

Not BO when Stella's natal morn 

ReyoWing months restore, 
We can rejoice that she was bom. 

And wish her born once more ! 



GRATITUDE. 

ADDRESSED TO LADT HESKETH. 

[1786.] 

This cap, that so stately appears, 

With riband-bonncl tassel on high, 
Which seems by the erest that it rears 

Ambitioits of brushing the sky : 
This cap to my cousin I owe. 

She gave it, and gave me besidCi 
Wreath 'd into an elegant bow. 

The riband with which it is tied. 

This wheel-footed studying chair, 

Contriy'd both for toil and repose, 
' Wide-elbow'd and wadded with hair, 

In which I both scribble and dote. 
Bright-studded to dazzle the eyes, 

And rival in lustre of that 
In which, or astronomy lies, 

Fair Cassiopeia sat : 

These carpets, so soft to the foot, 

Caledonia's traffick and pride. 
Oh, spare them, ye knights of the boot. 

Escaped from a cross-country ride ! 
This table and miriV>r within, 

Secure from collision and dust. 
At which I oft shave cheek and chin 

And periwig nicely tud^uaf^ : 
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122 GRATITUDE. 

This moveable structure of shelves, 

For its beauty admired, and its use, 
And charged witli octavos and twelves, 

The gayest I had to produce . 
Where, flaming in scarlet and gold, 

My poe,ms enchanted 1 view, 
And hope, in due time to behold 

My Iliad and Odyssey too : 

This china, that decks the alcove, 
Which here people call a buffet, 
But what the gods call it above, 

Has ne'er been reveal'd to us yet ; 
These curtains, that keep the room warm 
Or cool, as the season demands, 
/ These stoves that for pattern and form, 
I Seem the labour of Mulciber's hands : 

All these are not half that I owe 

To one, from her earliest youth 
To me ever ready to show 

Benignity, friendship, aud truth ; 
For time, the destroyer declar'd 

And foe of our perishing kind, 
. If even her face be has spar'd. 

Much less could he alter her mind. 

Thus compass'd about with the goods 

And chattels of leisure and ease, 
I indulge my poetical moods, 

In many such fancies as these ; 
And fancies I fear they will seem — 

Poets' goods are not often so fine ; 
The poets will swear that I dream, 

When I sing of the splendour of mine. 
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(183; 
THE FLATTING-MILL. 

▲If ILLUSTRATION. 

Whxii a bar of pnie sUyer, or ingot of gold, 
Li aent to be flatted or wrought into length, 
It ia paaa'd between cylinders often, and roU'd 
In an engine of utmost mechanical strength. 

Thus tortor'd and squeezed, at last it appears 
Like a loose heap of riband, a glittering show, 
Like mufflck it tinkles and rings in your ears, 
And, wann'd by the pressure, is all in a glow. 

This process achieved, it is doom'd to sostain 
The tiiump-afler-thump-of a gold-beater's inaUet> 
And at last is of serrice in sickness or pain 
To cover a piU for a delicate palate. 

Alas for the poet ! who dares undertake 

To urge reformation of national ill — 

His head and his heart are both likely to aoha 

With the double employment of mallet and mili 

^"^If he wish to instruct, he must learn to delight. 
Smooth, ductile, and even, his fancy must flow, 
Must tinkle and glitter like gold to the sight. 
And catch in its progress a sensible glow. 

After all, he must beat it as thin and as fine 
As the leai that unfolds what an invalid cwallowS| 
/ For truth is unwelcome, however divine, 
VAnd unless you adorn it, a nausea follows. 
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LINES 

COMPOSED FOR A MEMORIAL OF 

ASHLEY COWPER, ESa 

IMMEDIATELY AFTER HIS DEATH, 

BY HIS NEPHEW, WILLIAM OF WlfiSTO*. 

[June, 1788.] 

Farewell ! endued with all that could engage 
All hearts to love thoe, both in youth and age ! 
In prime of life, for sprightliness enroU'd 
Among the gay, yet virtuous as the old ; 
In life's last stage — O blessings rarely found — 
Pleasant ^ youth with all its blossoms crown'd } 
Through every period of this changeful state, 
Unchang'd Myself— wise, good, affectionate ' 

Marble may flatter ; and lest this should seem 
Overcharged with praiBes on at> dear a theme. 
Although thy worth be more than half mpprei^ 
Love shM be aatisfied, and veil the rest. 



9V T9B 

aUEEN'S VISIT TO LONDON, 

•THfi NtGHt or THIS 17th MARCB, 1789L 

Whev, long iequester'd frovn his ihtooBf 

George took his seat again. 
By right of worth, not blood alone, 

Entitled here to reign. 
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THE QUEEN'S VISIT TO LONDON. 125 
Then Loyalty, with all his lamps 

New trimm'd, a gallant show ! 
Chasing the darlmesS) and the damps, 

Set London in a glow. 

'Twas hard to tell| of streets or sqnaresi 

Which form'd the chief display, 
These most resembling clustered stars, 

Those the long milky way. 

Bright shone the rcofis, the domes, the tpiresi 

And rockets flew, self-driy'n. 
To hang their momentary fires 

Amid the vaolt of Heay'n. 

So, fire with water to compare. 

The ocean serves, on high 
Up-spouted by a whale in air, 

T* express unwieldy joy. 

Had all the pageants of the world 

In one procession joined. 
And all the banners been unfurl'd 

That heralds e'er design'd. 

For no such sight had England's Queen 

Forsaken her retreat. 
Where, George recover'd, made a scene 

Sweet always, doubly sweet. 

Tet glad she came that night to prove, 

A witness undescri'd, 
How much the object of her love 

Was lov'd by all beside. 

Darkness the skies had mantled o'er. 

In aid of her desig n 
Darkness, O Queen ! ne'er call'd before 

To veil a deed of thine 1 
11 • 
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1510 THE QUEEN13 VISIT TO LONDQK. 
On borrow 'd wheeU away the fliM> 

Resoly'd to be unksowni 
And gratify no oorious eyes 

That night, ezceptlier own. 

Arrived, a night like noon she 6ee»» 
And hears the million hum ; 

Ab all by instinct, like the bees, 

Had known their soy'reign ewcam* 

Fleos'd i^e beheld alofl powtray'd 

On many a splendid wall, 
Emblems of health, and heav'nly aid^ 

And George the theme of alL 

[ Unlike the sBnigmatick line, 
\ So difficult to spell, 

/ l¥hich shock Bolshazzar at his wiiia^ 
The night his eity feU. 

Soon, wat'ry grew her eyos tod. dinif 

But with a joyful tear, 
None else, except a pray*r for himi 

George ever drew from her. 

It was a oceoA in ev'ry part 
Like those in fable feign*d, 

And seem*d by some magician's art 
Created and sustaia'd. 

Bat other magick there, she knew. 

Had been exerted none, 
To nuse such wonders in her view. 

Save love of Greorge alone. 

That cordial thought Inr spirit cfaeer'dy 
And through the cumb'roiis throng. 

Not else unwortl^y to he feared, 
Co&vey'd her aalm iloHf. 
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THE COCK-FIGHTER'S GARLAND. 127 

80| ancient poets saj serene 

The 8ea>maid rides iht woYeSy 
And fearless of the billowy scene 

Her peaceful bosom Isves. 

With more than astronomick eydt 

She view'd the sparkling show ; 
One Georgian star adorns the skiety 

She myriads found bek>w 

Yet let the glories of a nigh 

Like that once seen, suffice^ 
Heav*n grant us no suck future tigh^ 

Such previous wo the price ! 



COCK-FIGHTER'S GARLAND. 

[May, 17«9.J 

Muse — ^Hide his name of whom I £ag, 
Lest his survivkig house thou bring, 

For his sako, into scorn ; 
Kbr speak the School from which he dr<W 
The much or little that he knew, 

Nor place where he was bom. 

That such a man once was, may seem 
Worthy of record (if the theme . 

Perchance may credit win) 
For proof to man, what man ^ay prot#, 
If grace depart, and demons move 

Th« souree of gtidh within. 
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128 THE COCK-FIGHTERS GARLAND. 
This man (for since the howling wild 
Disclaims him, Man he must be styl'd) 

Wanted no good below, 
Gentle he was, if gentle birth 
« Could make him such, and he had worth. 
If wealth can worth bestow. 

In social talk and ready jest 
He shone superiour at the fbast, 

And qualities of mind 
Illustrious in the eyes of those 
Whose eay society he chose, 

Possess'd of every "kind. 

Methlnks I see him powder'd red, 
With bushy locks his well-dress'd head 

Wing'd brodd on either side. 
The mossy rose bud not so sweet 
His steed superb, his cairiage. neat 

As luz'ry could providp. 

Can such be cruel ! — Such can be 
Cruel as hell, and so is he ! 

A tyrant, entertained 
With barb'rous sports, whose fell delight 
Was to encourage mortal fight 

*Twizt birds to battle tram'd. 

One feather'd champion he possess'd, 
His darling far beyond the rest, 

Which never knew disgrace, 
/ Nor e'er had fought, but he made flow 
I The life-blood of his fiercest foe, 
The Cflssar of his race. 

a 

It ehanced, at last, when, on a day, 

He push'd him to the desp'rato fray 

His courage droop'd, he fied, 
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THE COGK-FIOHTERS GARLAND 189 

The Master storm 'd, the priwe was lost, 
And, instant frantick at the cost, 
He doom'd bis fa^'rite dead. 

He seized him fast, and from the pit 
Flew to his kitchen, snatch'd the spit^ 

And, bring me cord, he cried — 
The cord was brought, and at his word| 
To that dire implement the bird, 

Alire and struggling, tied. 

The horrid sequel asks a ffti, 
And all the. tetronts of the tale 

That can he, shall be, silxife^ 
Led by the suflTrer's screams aright. 
His shocked companions tieir the iigl% 

And him with fury drunk. 

An, suppliant beg a milder fkte 
For the old warriour at the grate ; 

He, deaf to pity's call, 
WhirFd round him rapid as a wheel 
His culinary club of steel, 

Death menacing on all. 

Bat vengeance hung not far remote, 

For while he stretched his olam'rott* thro«t| 

And heav'n and earth defied, 
Big with a curse too ek>sely pent, 
That struggled vainly for a vent, 
' He totter*d, roel'd, and died. 

^is Bol for us, with r«eh sormisey 
To point the jddgments of the skiesy 

But judgments plain as.this, 
That, sent for Mali's instruction^ briag 
A ▲vrilfenllkbel on their wing, 

*Tm hard to tea4 1 
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130 TRANSLATIONS FROM HORACE. 



BENEFIT RECEIVED BY HIS MAJESTY 
FROM SEA-BATHING, 

IN THE TBAB 1789. 

O Sot'bjeion of an isle renown*d 

For undisputed sway 
Wherever o*er yon gulf profound 

Her navies wing their way. 

With JQster claim she builds at length 

Her empire on the sea, 
And wen may boast the waves her strength 

Which strength restored to Thee. 



TRANSLATIONS FROM HORACE. 

HOR. LIB. I. ODE IX. 

VideSf ut alia stet nive eandidmrn 
Soraete. 

Sex'st thou yon mountain laden with deep snow, 
The groves beneath their fleecy burthen bow,- 
The streams congeal'd forget to flow. 
Come, thaw the cold, and lay a ehearfid pile 

Of fuel on the hearth ; 
Broach the best cask, and make old wintor maSH» 
With seosonable mirtfi. 
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TRANSLATIONS FROM HORACE. 131 
This be our part — ^let Heay'n dispose the rest 

If Jove command, the winds shall sleep, 
7*hat now wa^re war upon the foamy deep, 

And gentle gales spring from the balmy Wisst 
E'en let us shift to-morrow as we may, 

When to-morrow's past away. 

We at least shall have to say. 

We have liv'd another day ; 
Your auburn locks will soon be silver'd o'er, 
Old age is at our heels, and youth returns no more. 



HOR. LIB. I. ODE 38. 

Persieos odt, puer^ apparatus. 

Boy, I hate their empty shows, 

Persian garlands 1 detest. 
Bring not me the late-blown rose, 

Ling'ring after all the rest : 

Plainer myrtle pleases me, 

Thus out-stretch'd beneath my vine 
Myrtle more becoming thee, 

Waiting with thy master's wine. 






n ft • 
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132 TRANSLATIONS FROM HORACJS. 

EngUeh Sapphicks have been attemptedyhul with lUtU 
tuccesSf beemue in our language we have no certain 
rules by which to determine the quantity, Tk^foU^w- 
ing version was made merely in the way of experi- 
ment how far it might he possible to imiUUe a Lotin 
Sapphick in English^ without any attention t^ that dr 
eumstanee. 



HOR. B. I. ODE 38. 

BoT ! I detest all Persian fopperies 
Fillet-bound garlands are to me disgusting, 
Task not thyself with any scareh, I charge thee,. 
Where latest roses linger. 

Bring me alone (for thou wih find that readily^ 
Plain myrtle. Myrtle neijther will disparage 
Thee occupied to serve me, or me drinking 
Beneath my vine's cool shelter. 



HOR. LIB. II. ODE 16, 

Otium Divos rogat in pntenti, 

Easx is the weary merchant's pray'r, 
Who ploughs by night the i&gean flood. 

When neither moon nor stars appear^ 
Or faintly glimmer through the cloud. 

For ease the Mode with quiver graced, 
For ease the Thracian hero sighs, 

Delightful ease all pant to twte, 
A Meising which no treasure baye 
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TRANSLATIONS FROM HORACB. I3d 

f 

Qr neither gold can ktll to rest, 
^r all a Consar» guard beat off, 
e tamnlts of a troubled breast, 
The cares that haunt a gilded roof. 

Happy the man, whose table shovm 

A few clean ounces- of old plata ; 
No fear intrudes en bis repose. 

No -sordid wishes to be great. 

, Poor short-1iv*d things, what plans we lay ! 
! Ah, why forsake- eue BsttYe home ! 
I To distant climates speed away : 

For self sticks close where'er we roam. 

Care follows hard ; and soon o'ertakes 
The well rigg'd ship, the warlike steed, 

Her destined quarry- ne'er forsakes. 
Not the wind flies with liolf her speed. 

From anxious fears, of future ill 

Grttard well the cheerful, happy Now ; 

(Gild even your sorrows with a smile. 
No blessing is unmix'd below. 

Thy neighing steeds and lowing herds, 
Thy num'rotts flocks around thee gratt. 

And the best purple Tyre afibrds 
Thy robe magnifloent displays. 

On me indulgent Heav'n bestowed 
A rural mansion^ neat ond small , 
This'Lyre *, and as for yonder crowd, 
The happiness U> hate tiiem.alL 
Vol. IU. 12 
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134 TO THE MEMORY OF DR. LLOTD 

/ tnake no apology for the introduction qf the Jbl* 
lowing lines f though I have never learned who wrote 
them. JTieir elegance wiU sufficiently recommend tkem 
to persona of classical taste and erudition^ ami I shall 
be happy \f the English version that they have received 
from me, be found not to dishonour them, Affecticfn 
for the memory of the worthy man whom they celebrate^ 
alone prompted me to this endeavour, 

W. COWPER. 



VERSES 



THE MEMORY OP DR. LLOYD, 

8POKX1I AT THX WXSTMIN8TXB XLSCTION NEXT ArTKft 
HIS DXCXA8X. 

Abut senez ! periit senez amabilis ! 

Quo non fuit jucundior. 
Lngete vos, etas quibuB maturior 

Senem colendum priBStitit, 
8eu quando, yiribiis valentioribaB 

Firmoque fretus pectore, 
Florentiori vos juventute ezcoleiui 

Cura fovebai patria. 
Seu quando fractus, jamque donattu rude, 

Vultu Bed UBque blandulo, 
Miscere gaudebat suas facetias 

HiB annuls leporibus. 
Visit probus, puraque aimplez indole, 

Blandisque comis moribus, 
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TO THE MEMORY OF DR. LLOYD. 135 

Et div68 equa mente — chants omnilmi| 

Unius* ductus munere. 
Ite tituli I meritifl beatioribos 

Aptate laudes debitas ! 
Vec invidebat iUe, ri quibns iwrens 

Fortuna plus arriserat. 
Placide senez ! levi quiescas cespite, ' 

Etsi Buperbum nee vivo tibi 
Decns sit inditum, nee mortuo 

Lapis notatus nomiiie. 



^ THE SAME IN ENGLiga, 

Cub good old firi«nd is gone, gone to his rest, 
Whose social converse was, itself, a feast. 
O ye of riper age, who recollect 
How once ye loved, and eyed him with respect, 
Both in the firmness of his better day. 
While yet he ruled Jrou with a father's sway, 
And when, impaired by timd, and glad to rest. 
Yet still with looks in mild complacence drespM, 
He took bis annual seat, and mingled here 
His sprightly vein with yours— now drop a tear. 
^^*in morals blameless as in manners meek, 

He knew no wish that he might blush to speak, 
But, happy in whatever state below. 
And richer than the rich in being so, 
Obtain'd the hearts of all, and such a meed 
At length from One,f as made him rich indeed. 

* He was usher and under-master of Westminl^er near &. 
yean, aud retired from hia occupation when he was near » 
venty, with a handsome pension from the king. 

t See the note in the Latin copy. 
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136 TO MRS. THROCKMORTON. 

Hence then, ye titles, hence, not wanted iiore^. 
Go, gfLrmth merit in a brighter aphere, 

(The brows of those whose more exalted lot 
He could congratulate, but envied not. 

Light lie the turf, good Senior ! oo (tk^ btutip 
And, tranquil as thy mind was, be thy Jest:! 
Tho' living, thouiiadst more desert than i«iiMf> ' 
And not a stone^ mow, chronicles ityrnaBM. 



TO MRS. THROCKMORTON, 

ov 

nm MEkVTtm, nuNscRirr ov RoBxaB*» ooi» 

AD UBRUM SUUM. 

lFebrmry,179XL2 

Maria, could Horace have guessed 

What honour awaited his ode. 
To his own little ■volume addressVl, 
' The honour which you have bestow % 
Who have traced it in characters here 

So elegant, even, and neat, 
He had laughed at the critical sneer 

Which he seems to have trembled to meet. 

And sneer, if you please, he had said, 

A nymph shall hereailer arise, , 
Who shall give ino, when you are all dead, 

The glory your malice denies. 
\ Shall dignity give to my lay, 

Although but a mere bagatelle ; 
And even a poet shall say, 

Nothing over was written so welL 
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INSCRIPTION 

For a Stone ereeUd at the Sowings of a Chrove tf Oak§ 
at CMUngUm, the seat of T, Qifford, Egq. 

, 1790. 

[June, 1790.] 

Othxil stones the era teD, 
When some feeble mortal fell ; 
I stand here to date the birth 
Of these hardy sons of Earth. 

Which shall longest brave the sky, 
Storm and frost — these oaks or I ? 
Pass an age or two away, 
I most moulder and decay, 
But the years that crumble me 
Shall inyigorate the tree. 
Spread its branch, dilate its size, 
Lift its summit to the skies. 

/ Cherish honour, virtue, truth, 
/ So shalt thou prolong thy youth. 

Wanting these, however fast 
; Man be fiz'd and form'd to last 
\ He is lifeless even now. 

Stone at heart, and cannot grow. 
12« 
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ANOTHER, 

For a Stone erected on a similar occasion at the 
phsoe in tke folLotemg yatcr^ 

[June, 1790.] 

Reader ! Behold a monument 
That asks no ei jfh «r itear. 

Though it perpetuate the event 
Of a great burial hese. 



1791. 



HYMN, 

FOB TRX JTSlt CfF TtHt 

SUNDAY SCHOOL AT OLN&Y. 

IMy, 1790.] 

Hbab, Lord, the song of praise and imgrV, 

In heaven thy dwelling-place, 
From infants, made the publick care« 

And taught to seek thy face ! 

Thanks for thy Word and for Hxy Bay ; 

And grant is, we implore, 
Never to waste in sinful play 

Thy holy Sabbath more. 

Thanks that we hear— but oh impart 
To each desire sincere, 
' That we n^y listen with our heart, 
Aad liMiai at w«U at bMur 
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STANZAS. 139 

For if vain thoughts the minds en^rage 

Of elder far than we, 
^hat hope that at our heedless age 

Our micds should e'er be free! 

Much hope, if thou our spirits take 
Under thy gracious sway, 

fWho canst the wisest wiser make^ 
And babes as wise as they. 

Wisdom and bliss thy word bestow^^ 

A sun that ne*cr declines ; 
And be thy mercies show'rM on those 

Who plac'd us where it shines.* 



STANZAS 



Ontk$ltU$ indeeera ldberHe$ taken wtSk tJb 1Umam§ 
of the grtai MUttm-^i^nno 1760. 

{August, 1790.] 

^ Ms too, perchance, in future days, 
The sculptured stone shall show 

With Paphian myrtle or with bays 
Parnassian on my brow. 

" Note by the Editor. This Hymn was written'it the rs* 
quest of the Rev. James Bean, then Vicar of OIney, to be 
suDf by the children of the Sunday Schools of that town, 
afier a Charity Sermon, preached at the JParish Church for 
ifasir beoefity on Sunday, Ju^ 31-, 1790* 
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Bat I, or ere that season come, 
Escaped ^om every care, 

Shall reach my refuge in the tomb, 
And sleep securely there.*"* 

So mfig) in Roman tone and style, 
The youthful bard, ere long 

(Ordained to grace his native isle 
With her sublimest song. 

Who then but must conceive disdain, 
Hearing the deed unblest 

Of wretches who have dar'd profane 
His dread sepulchral rest ? 



Dl fiire the hands that heav'd the 

Where Milton's ashes lay, 
That trembled not to grasp his bones. 

And steal his dust away ! 

! O ill-requited bard ! neglect 

Thy living worth repaid, 
I And blind idolatrous respect 

As much affronts the dead. 

* Forutajn et nostros ducat de marmore vultus 
Nectens aut Paphia myrd aat Pamasside lauri 
Fionde comas. . .At. ego secura pace quiescam. 

Milton in Bfaiiso. 
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TO MRS. KINO 



Or Umi PresmU to tk$ Jiuthorf a Patek^moirk Cvwi* 
tmrpane of her oton making. 

[August 14, 1790.] 

The Bard, if e'er he feel «t all, 
Mail Bure be quieken*d by a eaill 

Both on his heart and head, 
To pay with tuneful thanks the can 
And kindness of a lady fair. 

Who deigns to deck his bed. 

A bed like this, in ancient time, 
<Oo Ida*B barren top mbUma* 

> (As Homer's £pick shows) 
•Compos'^ of sweetest vernal Am?^ 
YBChottt the aid of sun or ^ow^t 
For Jove and Juno rose. 

Less beautiful, however gay, 

la that which in the scorching 9ay 

Receives the weary ewain 
Who, laying his long sithe asido, 
Sleeps on some bank with daisies pied| 

THl rousM to toil again. 

What labours of the loom 1 see ! 
Looms numberless have groanM Ibr m* . 

Should ev>y maiden come 
To sorairible for the patch that beats 
The impress of the robe she weara, 

The bell would toll for « 
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And oh, what havock would ensue ! 
Thifl bright display of ev'ry hue 

All in a moment fled ! 
Ai if a storm should strip the bow'ni 
Of all their tendrils, leaves, and flow'w— 

Each pocketing a shred. 

Thanks, then, to ev'ry gentle fair 
Who will not come to peck me bare 

As bird of borrow'd feather, 
And thanks, to One, above them all, 
The gentle Fair of Pertenhall, 

Who put the whole together. 



[October, 1790.] 

• Certain Potters, while they were buned in baking their 
ware, seeing Homer at a small distance, and having heard 
mnch said oCfais wiidom, called to him, and promised him a 
present of their commodity, and of soch other thiogi as they 
ooold aflford, if he would sing to them, when he sang as fol- 
lowsi 

Pat me my price, Potters ! and I will sing 
Attend, O Pallas ! and with lifted arm 
Protect their oven ; let the cups and all 
The sacred vessels blacken well, and baked 
With good success, yield them both fair renown 

* Note by the Editor. JVo title is prefixed to tkU 
fUee : JnU it appears to be a translation of one of the 
Wanypannara of Homer, called 'O Kofitms, or the Fur- 
nace. 7^ prefatory lines are from the Greek of He- 
rodotus, or whoever was the Author qf the Ufe of 
Homer ascribed to him 
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And profit, whether in the market sold, 

Or ftreet, and let no strife ensue between us, 

Bat, oh, ye Potters ! if with shameless front, 

Te falsify your promise, then I leave 

No mischief uninvok'd t* avenge the wrong. 

Come Syntrips, Smaragus, Sabactes come, 

And Asbetus, nor let your direst dread, 

Omodamus, delay ! i^e seize your hoase^ 

May neither house nor testibule escape. 

May ye lament to see confusion mar 

And mingle the whole labour of your hands, 

And may a sound fill all your oven, such 

As of a horie grinding his provender, 

While all your pots and flagons bounce within. 

Come hither also, daughter of the sun, 

Circe the Sorceress, and with thy drugs 

Poison themselves, and all £hat they have made * 

Come also, Chiron, with thy nnmYous troop 

Of Centaurs, as well those who died beneath 

The dub of Hercules, as who escaped. 

And stamp their crockery to dust ', down fidi 

Their chimney ; let them see it with their eye(By 

And howl to see the ruin of their art. 

While I rejoice ; and if a potter stoop 

To peep into his furnace, may the fire 

Hash in his fiice and scorch it, that all men 

Observe, thenceforth, equity and good futh. 
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IN MEMORY 

or rnx late 

JOHN THORNTON, ESQ. 

[J^ovtmierj 1790L] 

PoxTs attempt the noblost task thejr can, 
Praising Ibc Author of all good in man, 
And, next, commeraocatiDg Worthies lost, 
The I>ead in whom that good abounded moid. 

Thee, therefiir*, of comnMrcial fame, but vuu9 
Famed for thy probity from shore to diore, 
Thee, Tuorntox ! worthy hfi some page to ahine^ 
As honest,, and more eloi^uent than mine, 
I mourn ^ or, since thrice happy thou must be^ 
The world, no longer thy abode, not tbse. 
Thee to deplore, were grief mi^ent indeed ; 
It were to weep that goodness has its nMed, . 
That there ia- bliss prepared in yondkr sky, 
And glory Bat th« virtostts, wim tbey . daieu 

What pleasure can the miser's fondled board| 
Or spendthrifl*8 prodigal excess afford, 
Sweet as the privilege of healing wo 
By virtue suffered combating below ? 
That privilege was thine ; Heav'n gave thee 
T* illumine with delight the saddest scenes. 
Till thy appearance chased the gloom, forlorn 
As midnight, and despairing of a mom, 
Thou hadst an industry in doing good, 

I as his who toUs and sweats for food : 
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Av*riee, in thee, was the desire of wealth 
By mst unperishable or by steahh, 
And if the genuine worth of gold depend 
On application to its noblest end, 
Thine had a Talue in the scales of Heay'n, 
Surpassing all that mine or mint had giv'n. 
And, though God made thee of a nature prone 
To distribution boundless of thy own, 
And still by motives of religious force 
Impelled thee more to that heroick course, 
Yet was thy liberality discreet, 
Nice in its choice, and of a tempered heat ; 
And though in act unwearied, secret still. 
As in some solitude the summer rill 
Refreshes, where it winds, the faded green, 
And cheers the drooping flowers, unheard, unseen^ 

Such was thy Charity ; no sudden start. 
After long sleep of passion in the heart. 
But steadfast principle, and, in its kind. 
Of close relation to th' eternal mind, 
Traced easily to its true source above. 
To him, whose works bespeak his nature, Love. 

Thy bounties all were Christian, and I make > 
This record of thee for the GospePs sake ; • 
That the incredulous themselves may see 
Its use and power exemplified in thee. 



THE FOUR AGES- 

[Ji brief fragment of an extensive projected Poem,} 

[JIfay, 1791.] 
" I could be well content, allow'd the use 
Of past experience, and the wisdom glean'd 
From worn-out follies, now acknowledg'd such. 
To recommence life's trial in the hope 
Of fewer errours, on a second proof*" 
Vol. III. 13 
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Thus, while gray evening lull'd the wind, and caH'd 
Freeh odours from the ehubb'ry at my side. 
Taking my lonely winding walk, I mue'd. 
And held accuetom'd conference with my heart. 
When, from within it, thus a voice replied. 
'* Couldst thoa in truth ? and art thou taught at length 
This wisdom, and but this, from all the past ? 
Is not the pardon of thy long arrear. 
Time wasted, violated laws, abuse 
Of talents, judgments, mercies, better hi 
Than opportunity vouchsaTd to err 
With less excuse, and haply, worse effect V* 

I heard, and acquiesced ; then to and fro 
Oft pacing, as the mariner his deck, 
My grrav*lly bounds, from self to human kind 
I pass'd, and next conside^'d what is Man ? 

Knows he his origin ? can he ascend 
By reminiscence to his earliest date ? 
Slept he in Adam ? and in those from him 
Through numerous generations, till he found 
At length his destin'd moment to be born ? 
Or was he not, till fashion'd in the womb P 
Deep myst'riesboth ! which schoolmen much have toil'd 
To unriddle, and have left them myst'ries still. 

It is an evil incident to man. 
And of the worst, that unexplor'd he leaves 
Truths usefid and attainable with ease. 
To search forbidden deeps, where myst'ry lies 
Not to be solv'd, and useless if it might. 
Myst'ries are food for angels ; they digest 
With ease, and find them nutriment ; but man, 
While yet he dwells below,'must stoop to gleaa 
Hti manna from the ground, or starve and die. 
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[May, 1791] 

Two nymphs, both nearly of ah tLge, 
Of num'rous charms possess'd, 

A warm dispute once chanc'd to wage, 
Whose temper was the best. 

The worth of each had been complete 
Had both alike been mild . 

But one, although her smile was sweet, 
Frown*d oftener than she smil'd. 

And m her humour, when she frowned 
Would raise her Yoice and roar, 

And shake with fury to the ground 
The garland that she wore. 

The other was of gentler cast, 
From all such frenzy clear, 

Her frowns were seldom known to laft, 
And never prov'd severe. 

To poets of renown in song 

The nymphs referred the cause. 

Who, strange to tell, all judg'd it wrong, 
And gave misplaced appl&use. 

They gentle call'd, and kind and soft. 
The flippant and the scold. 

And though she chang'd her mood so oft, 
That failing left untold. 
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No jodgres, sure, were e'er so mad. 

Or so resolv'd to err — 
In short, the charms her sister had * 

They lavished all on her. 

Then thus the god whom fondly they 

Their great inspirer call, 
Was heard, one genial summer's day, 

To reprimand them all. 

** Since thus ye have combin'd," he said, 
" My favourite nymph to slight. 

Adorning May, that peevish maid, 
With June's undoubted right. 

••The Mmz shall for your folly's sake 

Still prove herself a shrew, 
Shall make your scribbling fingerd ache, 

And pinch your noses blue. 
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TRANSLATIONS 



THE LATIN POEMS, 



EUSQIPS. 



5L5GY I. 

TO CHARLES DIODATI. 

At length, my friend, the far sent letten come 

Charged with thj kindneas, to their destined home ; 

They come, at length, from Deva*8 Western side ^ 

Where prone she seeks the salt Vergiyian tide. 

Tnist me, my joy is great that thou shouldst he, 

Thongh born of foreign race, yet bom for me, 

And that my sprightly friend, now free to roam, 

Must seek again so soon his wonted home. 

I well content, where Thames with refinent tidOy 

My natiTe city laves, meantime reside, 

Nor zeal nor duty, now, my steps impel 

To reedy Cam, and my forbidden ceU. 

Nor aught of pleasure in those fields have I, 

That, to the musing bard, all shade deny. 
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TIb time, that I, a pedant*! threato disdain, 
And fly from wronga my soul will ne'er snstaMk 
If peaceful days, in letter'd leisure spent) 
Beneath my father's roof, be banishment, 
Then caU me bonish'd, I will ne'er refuse 
A name expressive of the lot I choose. 
I would, tiiat, exiled to the Pontick shofe, 
Rome's hapless bard had suTer'd nothing mof*. 
He then had eqnall'd even Homer's lajrs, 
And Virg^ ! thou hadst won but second praise . 
For here I woo the mus»; with no oontrol, 
And here my book»— my life— absorb me whole 
Here too I visit, or to smilo, or weep, 
The winding theatre's majestick sweep ; 
The grave or gay colloquial scone recruits 
My spirits, spent in learning's long puisnits ; 
Whether some senior shrewd, or spendthrift heir. 
Suitor, or soldier, now unarm'd, be there, 
Or some coxTd brooder o'er a ten years' cause, 
Thunder the Norman gibb'rish of the laws. ' 

The lacquey, there, oft dupes the wary sire, 
And, artful, speeds th' enamour'd son's desiit. 
There, virgins oft, unconscious what they prove. 
What love is, know not, yet unknowmg, love. 
Or,' if impassion'd Tragedy wield high 
The Uoody sceptre, give her locka to fly 
Wild as the winds, and roll her haggard ejre, 
I gaze, and grieve, still cherishing my grief^ 
At times, e'en bitter tears ! yield sweet relief. 
As when from bliss untasted torn away. 
Some youth dies, hapless, on his bridal day, 
Or when the ghost, sent back to shades below. 
Fills the assassin's heart with vengeftil wo, 
When Troy, or Argos, the dire scene affi>TdB, 
Or Croon's hall laments its guilty lords. 
Nor always city-pent, or pent at home, 
I dwell ; but, when spring oalls me forth to loam 
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Expatiate in our proud subarban shades 

Of branching elm, that never son. pervades. 

Here many a virgin troop I may descry, - 

Like stars of mildest influence, gliding by. 

Oh fbrms divine ! Oh looks that might inspire 

E'en Jove himself, grown old, with young desire * 

Oft have I gazed on gem-surpassing eyes, 

Out-sparkling every star that gilds the skies. 

Necks whiter than the ivory- arm bestowed 

By Jove on Pelops, or the milky road I 

Bright locks, Love's golden snare ! these falling low 

Those playuoLg wanton o*er the graceful brow ! 

Cheeks too, more winning sweet than after show'r 

Adonis tum*d.to Flora's fav'rite flower ! 

Yield, heroines, yield, and ye who shar'd th' embrace 

Of Jupiter in ancient times, give place ! 

Give place, ye turbann'd fair of Persia's coast ! 

And ye, not less renown'd, Assyria's boast ! 

Submit, ye nymphs of Greece ! ye, once the bloom 

Of llion ! and all ye, of haughty Rome. 

Who swept, of old, her theatres with trains 

Redundant, and still live in clasnck strains ! 

To British damsels beauty's palm is due, 

Aliens ! to follow them is fame for you. 

Oh city, founded by Dardanian handsj 

Whose towering front the circling realm co 

Too blest abode ! no loveliness we see 

In all the earth, but it abounds in thee. 

The virgin multitude that daily meets. 

Radiant with gold and beauty, in thy streets. 

Out-numbers all her train of starry fires. 

With which Diana gilds thy lofLy spires. 

Fame says, that wafted hither by her doves, 

With all her host of quiver-bearing loves, 

Venus, preferring Paphian scenes no more, 

Has fix'd her empire on thy nobler shore. 

But lest the sightless boy enforce my stay, 

I leave these happy walls, while yet I may. 
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Immortal Moly shall secure my heart 
From all the sorc'ry of Circsan art, 
And I will e*en repass Cam's reedy pools 
To face once more the warfare of the schoekb 
Meantime accept this trifle ! rhymes though ftw^ 
Tet sach as prove thy friend's remerabranee tma. 



£L£6T U. 



DEATH OF THE UNIVERSITY BEADLE 
AT CAMBRIDGE. 

Composed by MiUon in the I7th year of his age 

Thxs, whose refulgent staff, and summons clear, 
Minerva's flock long time WM wont t' obey, 

Although thyself an herald, famous here, 

The last of heralds, Death, has snatch'd away. 

He calls on all alike, nor even deigns 

To spare the office, that himself sustains. 

Thy locks were whiter than the plumes display'd 

By Leda's paramour in ancient time. 
But thou wast worthy ne'er to have decay'd. 

Or iEsoD-Iike, to know a second prime, 
Worthy, for whom some goddess shall have won 
New life, oft kneeling to Apollo's son. 

Commission'd to convene, with hasty call. 
The gowned tribes, how graceful wofuldit thMi 
st&nd! 
So stood Cyllenitts erst in Priam's hall, 
' Wing-footed messenger of Jove's command ! 
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And so Eurybates, when he address'd 
To Peleus' eon, Atrides* proud behest. 

Dread queen of sepulchres ! Whose rig'rous lawe 
And watchful eyes, run thjroiigrh the realms below, 

Oh oft too adverse to Mineirva's cause ! 
Too often to the muse not less a foe ! 

Choose meaner marks, and with more equal aim 

Pierce useless drones, earth's burthen, and its shame ! 

Flow, therefore, tears for him, from ev*ry eye, 

All ye disciples of the muses, weep ! 
Assembling, all, in robes of sable die, 

Around his bier, lament his endless sleep ! 
And let complaining elegy rehearse, 
In every school, her sweetest, saddest verse. 



ELEGY m. 

ov 

THE DEATH 

OF THE 

BISHOP OP WINCHESTER. 

Composed in the Author*9 Vlth year. 

Silent I sat, dejected, and alone, - 

Making, in thought, the publick woes my own, 

When, first, arose the imago in my breast 

Of England's suffering by that scourge, the Pest 1 
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How death, his funeral torch uid sithe in hand, 
Entering the lordliest mansions of the land 
Has laid the gem-illuinin'd palace low» 
And levell'd tribes of nobles at » blow. 
I, nezt| deplor'd the faoi'd paternal pair, 
Too soon to ashes turn'd, and %9kptj air ! 
The heroes next, whom snatch'd into the skies, 
All Belgia saw, and followed with her sighs. 
But thee fiir most I mourn'd, regretted most, 
Winton's chief shepherd, and her worthiest boast ! 
Pour'd out in tears I thus complaining said , 
'* Death, next in pow'r to him, who rules. the dead ! 
Is't not enough that all the woodlands yield 
To thy fell force, and ev'ry verdant field. 
That lilies, at one noisome blast of thine. 
And e'en the Cyprian queen's own roses pine, 
That oaks themselves, although the running rill 
Suckle their roots, must wither at thy will. 
That all the winged nations, even those. 
Whose heav'n-directed flight the future shows, 
And all the beasts, that in dark forests stray, 
And all the herds of Proteus are thy prey. 
Ah envious ! arm'd with pow'rs so unconfin'd ! 
Why stain thy hands with blood of human kind ? 
Why take delight with darts, that never roam, 
To chase a heav'n-bom spirit from her home ?" 

While thus 1 mourn'd the star of evening stood, 
Now newly ris'n above the western flood. 
And Ph<Bbu8, from his morning-goal, again 
Had reach'd the gulfs of the Iberian main. 
I wish'd repose, and, on my couch declin'd, 
Took early rest, to night and sleep resign'd ; 
When — Oh for words to .paint what I beheld \ 
I seem'd to wander in a spacious field. 
Where all the champaign glow'd with purple light 
Like that of sun-rise on the mountain height ; 
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Flowers over all the field, of every hue 
That ever Iris wore, Imcuriant grew. 
Nor Chloris, with whom am'rous Zephyrs play, 
£*er dressed Alcinous' garden half so gay. 
A silver current, like tibe Tagus, rolled 
O'er golden sands, but sands of purer gold. 
With dewy airs Favonios fann'd the flow'rs, 
With airs awaken'd under rosy bow'rs. 
Such, poets feign, irradiated all o'er 
The sun's abode on India's utmost shore. 

While I, that splendour, and the mingled shade 
Of fruitful vines, with wonder fix'd survey'd, 
At once, with looks that beam'd celestial grace, 
The seer of Winton stood before my face. 
His snowy vesture's hem descending low 
His golden.sandals swept, and pure as snow 
New-fallen shone the mitre on his brow. 
Where'er he trod, a tremulous sweet sound 
Of gladness shook the flow'ry scene around . 
Attendant angels clap their starry wings, 
The trumpet shakes the sky, all SBther rings , 
Each chants his welcome, folds him to his breast* 
And thus a sweeter voice than all the rest : 
*^ Ascend, my son ! thy father's kingdom shaie ! 
My son ! henceforth be freed from ev'ry care !'* 

So spake the voice, and at its tender close 
With psalt'ry's sound th' angolick band arose. 
Then night retired, and chas'd by dawning day 
The visionary bliss pass'd all away. 
1 moum'd my banish'd sleep, with fond concern ; 
Frequent to me may dreams like this return. 
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ELEGY IV. 

TO HIS TUTOR, 

THOMAS YOUNG, 

ORAPLAUI TO THS BITGLISH FAOTORT AT BAMSUSO. 

WriUBn m the Jhakor*s I8ik year, 

Hbhcs my epUtle— skim the deep — fly o'er 
Yon smooth expanse to the Teutonick shore ! 
Haste — ^lest a friend should grieve for thy delay — 
And the gods grant, that nothing thwart thy way 
1 will myself invoke the king, who binds. 
In his Sicanian echoing vaolt, the winds. 
With Doris and her nymphs, and all the throtig 
Of azure gods, to speed thee safe along. 
But rather, to ensure thy happier Jiasto, . 
Ascend Medea's chariot, if thou may'st ; 
Or that, whence young Triptolemus of yore 
Descended, welcome on the Scythian shore. 

The sands, that line the German coast, descried. 
To opulent Hamburga turn aside ! 
So called, if legendary fame be true, 
From Hama, whom a club-arm*d Cimbrian slew ! 
There lives, deep-learn'd and primitively just, 
A fiiithful steward of his christian trust. 
My friend, and favourite inmate of my heart, 
That now is forced to want its better part ! 
What mountains now, and seas, alas ! how wide * 
From me this other, dearer self divide ; 
Dear as the sage renown'd for moral truth 
To the prhne spirit of the attick youth ! 

Vol. III. 14 
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Dear as the Stagyrite to Amnion's son, 
His pupil, who disdain'd the world he won ! 
Nor BO did Chiron, or so Phcenix shine 
In young Achilles' eyes, as he in mine. 
First led by him thro' sweet Aonian shade. 
Each sacred haunt of Pindus I survcy'd , 
And favour 'd by the muse whom | implor'd, 
Thrice on my lip the hallow'd stream I pour'd. 
But thrice the sun's resplendent chariot roll'd 
To Aries, has new ting'd his fleece with gold. 
And Chloris twice has dress'd the meadows gay, 
And twice has summer parch'd their bloom away, 
Since last delighted on his looks I hung. 
Or my ear drank the musick of his tongue ; 
Fly, therefore, and surpass the tempest's speed ; 
Aware thyself, that there is urgent need ! 
Him, entering, thou shalt haply seated see 
Beside his spouse, his infants on his knee. 
Or turning, page by page, with studious look, 
Some bulky father, or God's holy book. 
Or minist'ring (which is his weightiest care) 
To Christ's assembled flock their heavenly fare. 
Give him, whatever his employment be, 
Such gratulation as he claims from me ! 
And, with a downcast eye, and 'carriage meek, 
Addressing him, forget not thus to speak ! 

** If, compass'd round with arms, thou cniiH attend 
To verse, verse greets thee from a distant friend. 
Long due, and late, I lefl the English shore ; 
But make me welcome for that cause the more ! 
Such from Ulysses, his chaste wife to cheer 
The slow epistle came, though late, sincere 
But wherefore this ? why palliate I the deeo 
For which the culprit's self could hardly plead ? 
Self-charged, and self-condemn'd, his proper part 
H« feels neglected, with an aching heart : 
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But thou forgive — delinquents, who confess, 
And pray forgiveness, merit anger less ; 
From timid foes, the lion turns away, 
Nor yawns upon or r^nds a crouching prey : 
Even pike-wielding Thracians learn to spare, 
Won by soft influence of a suppliant prayer ; 
And heaven's dread thunderbolt arrested stands 
By a cheap victim, and uplifted hands. > - 

Long had he wished to write, but was withheld, 
And writes at last, by love alone compell'd, 
For fame, too often true, when she alarms, 
Reports thy neighbouring fields a scene of arms ; ^ 
Thy city against fierce besiegers barr'd. 
And all the Saxon chiefs for fight prepared. 
Enyo wastes thy country wide around) 
And saturates with blood the tainted ground *, 
Mars rests contented in his Thrace no more, 
But goads his steeds to fields of German gore. 
The ever verdant olive fades and dies. 
And peace, the trumpet-hating goddess, flies, 
Flies from that earth which justice long had, left. 
And loaves the world of its last guard bereft. 

Thus horrour girds thee round. Meantime alone 
Thou dwell'st, and helpless in a soil unknown ; 
Poor and receiving from a foreign hand 
The aid denied thee in thy native land. 
Oh, rutliless country, and unfeeling more 
Than thy own hillow-beaten chalky shore ! 
Leav'st thou to foreign care the worthies, giv'n 
By Providence to guide thy steps to Heav'n ' 
His ministers commission'd to proclaim 
Eternal blessings in a Saviour's name ! 
Ah then most worthy, with a soul unfed. 
In Stygian night to lie for ever dead. 
So once the venerable Tishbite stray'd 
An ezird fugitive from shade to shade, 
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When, flying Ahab, and his fury wife, 
In long Arabian vnlds he sheltered life ; 
So, from Philippi, wander'd forth forlorn 
Cilician Paul, with sounding scourges torn ; 
And Christ himself so left, and trod no more, 
The thankless Gergesenes* forbidden shore. 

But thou take courage ! strive against despair ! 
Quake not with dread, nor nourish anxious eare ! 
Grim war indeed on every mde appears. 
And thou art menac'd by a thousand spears ; 
Tet ncme shall drink thy blood, or shall ofBendf 
E'en the defenedess bosom of my friend. 
For thee the iEgis of thy God shall hide, 
Jehovah's self shall combat on thy side ; 
The same, who vanquish'd, under Sion's tow'M 
At silent midnight, all Assyria's pow'rs, 
The same Who overthrew in ages past, 
Damascus' sons that laid Samaria waste ! 
Their king he flU'd, and them tdth &tal feafft. 
By mimick so^ds of elarions in their ears. 
Of hoofs, aiid wheels, and neighings frtyni afar, 
Of clashing armour, and the din of war. 

Thou, therefo^, (as the most afflicted) may 
Still hope, and triumph o'er the evil day ! 
Look forth, expecting happier times to come 
And to enjoy, once more, thy native home ! 
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ELEGY V. 



APPROACH OF SPRING. 



Written in the Author's 20£A Year. 

Time, never wand'ring from his annual round, 
Bids Zephyr breathe the spring, and thaw the ]^ 
Bleak winter flies, new verdure clothes the plain, • 
And earth assumes her transient youth again. 
Dream I, or also to the spring belong 
Increase of genius, and new pow'rs of song ? 
Spring gives them, and how strange soe'er it seems, 
Impels me now to some harmonious themes. 
Castalia's fountain and the forked hill 
By day, by night, my raptur'd fancy fill ', 
My bosom. bums and heaves, I hear within 
A sacred sound, that prompts me to begin. 
ho \ Phoebus comes, with his bright hair he blends 
The radiant laurel wreath ; PhcBbus descends ; 
I mount, and, undepress'd by cumbxous clay, 
Through' cloudy regions win my easy way ; 
Rapt through poetick shadowy haunts I fly : 
The shrines all open to my dauntless eye, 
My spirit searches all the realms of light, 
And no Tartarean gulfs elude my sight. 
But this ccstatick trance — this glorious storm 
Of inspiration— what will it perform .' 
Spring claims the verse, that with his influence glows, 
And shall be paid with what himself bestow*. 
14* 
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Thou, yeil'd with op'ningr foliage, lead'st the throng 
Of feather'd minstrels, Philomel ! in song ; 
Let us, in concert, to the season sing, . 
Civick, and sylvan heralds of the spring ! 

' With notes triumphant, spring's approach declare 
To spring, ye Muses, annual tribute bear ! 
The Orient left, and iBthiopia's plains, 
The sun now northward turns his golden reins ; 
Night creeps not now ; yet rules with gentle sway ; 
And drives her dusky horrours swift away ; 
Now less fatigued, on this ethereal plain 
Bootes foUowB his celestial wain ; 
And now the radiant sentinels above, 
Less numerous, wateh around the courts of Jove^ 
For, with the night, force, ambush, slaughter fljT: 
And no gigantiek guilt alarms the sky. 
Now haply says some shepherd, while be views. 
Recumbent on a rock, the redd'ning dews, 
This night, this surely, Phoebus miss'd the &ir, 
Who stops his chariot by her amorous care. 
Cynthia, delighted by the morning's glow. 
Speeds to the woodland, and resumes her bow ; 
Ilesigns her beams, and glad to disappear. 
Blesses his aid, who shortens her career. 
Come — PhoBbus cries — ^Aurora come — ^too late 
Thou ling'rest slumb'ring with thy withered Bute ^ 
Leave him, and to Hymettu's top repair ! . 
. Thy darling Cephalus expects thee there. 
The goddess, with a blush, her love betrayt, 
But mounts, and driving rapidly, obeyti. 
Earth now desires thee, Phc^us ! and t' engage 
Thy warm embrace, casts off the guise of age ) 
Desires thee, afid deserves -, for who so sweet. 
When her rich bosom courts thy genial heat ? 
Her breath imparts to ev'ry breeze that blows, 
Arabia's harvest, and the Paphian rose. 
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fler lofty front she diadems around 
With sacred pines, like Ops on Ida crown'd : 
Her dewy locks, with various flow'ni new-blowiiy 
She inteTweayesy various, and all her own. 
For Proserpine, in such a wreath atiir'd, 
Tenarian Dis himself with love inspir'd. 
Fear not, lest, cold and coy, the nymph refuse ! 
Herself, with all her sighingr Zephyrs, sues ', 
Each courts thee, fanning soft his scented wing, 
And aU her groves with warbled wishes ring. 
Now, unendowed and indigent, aspires, 
The am'rous Earth to engage thy warm desires, 
But, rich in balmy drugs, assist thy claim. 
Divine Physician ! to that glorious name, 
If splendid recompense, if gifts can move 
Desire in thee, (gifts often purcliase love,) 
She offers all the wealth her mountains hide, 
And all that rests beneath the boundless tide. 
How oft, when headlong from the heav'nly steep, 
She sees thee playing in the western deep. 
How oft she cries— *< Ah Phflebus ! why repdur 
Thy wasted fi>rce, why seek refreshment there ! 
Can Tethys win thee ? wherefore shouldstthou lav* 
A face so fair in her unpleasant wave P 
Come, seek my green retreats, and rather choose 
To cool thy tresses in my crystal dews. 
The grassy turf shall yield tiiee sweeter rest ; 
Come, lay thy evening glories on my breast. 
And breathing fresh, through many a humid rose 
Soft whispering airs shall lull thee to repose ! 
No fears I feel like Semele to die. 
Nor let thy burning wheels approach too nigh. 
For thou canst govdm them, here therefore rest 
And lay thy evening glories on my breast ?" 

Thus breathes the wanton earth her am*rovs flame, 
And all her countless offspring feel the same ; 
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For Cupid now through every region strays, 

Bright'ning his faded fires with solar rays. 

His new-strung bow sends forth a deadlier sounds 

And his new*pointed shafts more deeply wound i 

Nor Dian's ^elf escapes him now untried, 

Nor even Vesta at her altar-side ; 

His mother too repairs her beauty's wane, 

And seems sprung newly from the deep again. 

Exulting youths the Hymeneal sing, 

With Hymen's name roofs, rocks, and valleys, ring ; 

He, new-attired, and by the season dress'd, 

Proceeds, all fragrant, in his saffron v«st. 

Now, many a golden-cinctur'd virgin roves 

To taste the pleasures of the fields and groves. 

All wish, and each alike, some fav'rito youth 

Hers in the bonds of Hymeneal truth. 

Now pipes the shepherd through his reeds again. 

Nor Phillis wants a song, that suits the strain. 

With songs the seaman hails the starry sphere. 

And dolphins rise from the abyss to hear ; 

Jove feels himself the season, sports again 

With his fair spouse, and banquets all his train. 

Now too the Satyrs, in the dusk of eve, 

Their mazy dance through flowery meadows weavo 

And neither god noi; goat, but both in kind, 

Silvanus wreath'd with cypiesB, skips behind, 

The Dryads leave their hollow sylvan cells 

To roam the banks, and solitary dells ; 

Fan riots now ; and from his amorous chafe 

Ceres and Cybele seem hardly safe, 

And Faunus, all on fire to reach the prize. 

In chase of some enticing Oread, flies ; 

She bounds before, but fears too swifl a bound. 

And hidden lies, but wishes to be found. 

Our shades entice th' Immortals from above, 

And some kind pow'r presides o'er every grove ; 

And long, ye pow'rs, o'er every grove preside. 

For all is safe, and bliss, where ve abide ! 
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Return, O Jove ! the age of gold restore^ 
Why choose to dwell where storms and thunders roar ' 
At least, .thou, Phoellus ! moderate thy speed ! 
Let not the vernal hours too swift proceed, 
Ck>mmand rough winter back, nor yield the pole 
Too ioon to Night's encroaching long control ! 



ELEOT VL 

TO CHARLES DIODATI, 

Who, while he spent his Christmas in the oomitry, rienl the 
Author a pcedcal epistle, in which he reqnested that fab 
verses, if not so good as usaal, might be ezcosed on aeamil 
of the many feasu to which his friends invited him, and wildh 
would not allow him leisure to finish them as he wished 

With no rich viands overcharged, I send 
Health, wluch perchance you want, my paanper*<d 

fiiend; 
But wherefore should thy muse tempt mine away 
From what she loves, from darkness into day ? 
Art thoa desirous to be told how well 
I love thee, and in verse ? verse cannot tell . 
For verae has bounds, and must in measure move , 
But neither bounds nor measure knows my love. 
How pleasant, in tny lines described, appear 
December's harmless sports, and rural cheer 1 
French spirits kindling With cerulean fires, 
And all such, gambols as the time inspires * 

Think not that wine against good verse ofimids , 
The muse and Bacchus have been always friends, 
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Nor Pboebtts blushes sometimes to be found 
With ivy, than with laurel, crown'd. 
The Nine themselves ofttimes have join'd the song 
And revels of the Bacchanalian throng ; 
Not even Ovid could in Scythian air 
Sing sweetly — ^why ? no vine would flourish there. 
What in brief numbers sung Anaereon's muse ? 
Wine, and the rose, that sparkling wine bedews. 
Pindar with Bacchus glows — ^his every line 
Breathes the rich fragrance of inspiring wine. 
While, with loud crash o'erturn'd, the chariot lies. 
And brown with dust the fiery courser flies. 
The Roman lyrist steep'd in wine his lays 
So sweet in Glycera*s, and Chloe's praise. 
Now to the plenteous feast and mantling bowl 
Nourish the vigour of thy sprightly soul ; 
The flowing goblet makes thy numbers flow, 
And casks not wine alone, but verse bestow. 
Thus Phoebus favours, and the arts attend, 
Whom Bacchiis. and whom Ceres, both befriend. 
What wonder, then, thy verses are so sweet, 
In which these triple powers so kindly meet ! 
The lute now also sounds, with gold inwrought. 
And touched ,.with flying fingers nic^y taught, 
In tap'stried halls, high roord, the sprightly lyre 
Directs the dancers of the virgin choir. 
If dull repletion fright the Muse away. 
Sights, gay as these, may more invite her stay ; 
And, trust me, while the iv'rykeys resound, 
Fair damsels sport, and perfumes steam around, 
Apollo's influence, like ethereal flame, 
Shall animate at once thy glowing frame, 
And all the Muse shall rush into thy breast, 
By love and musick's blended pow'rs possess'd. 
For num'rous power's like Elegy befriend, 
Hear her sweet voice, and at her call attend ; 
Her Bacchus, Oeros, Venus, all approve. 
And, with his blushing nkother, gentle Love ; 
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Hence to such bards we grant the copious use 
Of banquets^ and the vine's delicious juice. 
Bat they who demi-gods and heroes praise, 
And feats perform'd in Jove's more youthful day ft, 
Who now the counsels of high heaven explore, 
Now shades, that echo the Cerbereap roar. 
Simply let these, like him of Samos live, 
Let herbs to them a bloodless banquet give ; . 
In beechen goblets let their bev'rage shine. 
Cool from the crystal spring, their sober wine ! 
Their youth should pass, in innocence, secure 
From stain licentious, and in manners pure. 
Pure as the priest, when rob'd in white he stands, 
The fresh lustration ready in his hands. 
Thus Limus liv'd, and thus, as poets write, 
Tiresias, wiser for his loss of sight ! 
Thus ezil'd Chalcas, thus the bard of Thrace, 
Melodious tamer of the savage race ! 
Thus train'd by temperance. Homer led, of yore, 
His chief, of Ithaca from shore to shore, 
Through magick Circe's monster-peopled reign. 
And shoals insidious with the syren train; 
And through the realms, where grizzly spectres dwell. 
Whose tribes he fetter'd in a gory spell ; 
For these are sacred bards, and, from above. 
Drink large infusions from the mind of Jove ! 

Wouldst thou, (perhaps 'tis hardly worth thine ear,) 
Wouldst thou be told my occupation here ? 
The promised King of peace employs my pen, 
Th' eternal covenant made for guilty men. 
The new-born Deity with infant cries 
Filling the sordid hovel, where he lies ; 
The hymning angels, and the herald star, 
That led the Wise, who sought him from afar, 
And idols on their own unhallow'd shore 
Dash'd, at his birth, to be rever'd no more I 
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This theme on reeds of Albion I rehearse : 
The dawn of that blest day iuspir'd the ver^ ; 
Verse, that roserv'd in secret shall attend 
Thy oandid Toice, my critick, and my friend 



ELEGY VIL 



Composed in the Author's 19tA year. 

As yet a stranger to the gentle fires, 
That Amathosia's smiling queen inspires, 
Not seldom I derided Cupid's darts, 
And scorn'd bis claim to rule all human hearts. 
'* Go, child," I said, '^ transfix the timorous dove ! 
An easy conquest suits an infant loye ; 
£nslave the sparrow, for such prize shall be 
Sufficient triumph to a chief l^e thee ! 
Why aim thy idle arms at human kind ? 
Thy shafts prevail not Against the noble mind." 

The Cyprian heard, and, kindling into ire, 
(None kindles sooner) bum'd with double fire. 

It was the spring, and newly risen day 
Peep*d o*er the hamlets on the first of May ; 
My eyes, too tender for the blaze of light, 
SliU sought the shelter of retiring night. 
When love approach'd in painted plumes array'd, 
Th' insidious god his rattling darts betrayed, 
Nor less his infant features and the sly. 
Sweet intimations of his threatening eye. 
Such the Sigeian boy is seen above. 
Filling the goblet for imperial Jove ; 
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Such he, on whom the njrmphs bestow'd their eharmff, 
HylaSy who periah'd in a Naiad's arms, 
Angry he seem'd, yet graceful in his ire, 
And added threats, not destitute of fire. 
*' My power/' he said, ** by others' pain aJonei 
'Twere best to learn : now learn it by thy own ! 
With those, who feel my power, that pow'r attest ! 
And in thy anguish be my sway confeas'd I 
I vanquish 'd Phoebus,- though returning vain 
From this new triumph o'er^the Python slun. 
And, when he thinks on Daphne, even he 
"Will yield the prize of archery to me. 
A dart less true the Parthian horseman i^ed, 
Behind him kill'd, and conquer'd as he fled ; 
Less true th' expert Cydonian, and less true 
The youth, whose shaft his latent Procris slew. 
Vanquish'd by me see huge Orion bend. 
By me Alcides, and Alcides' friend. 
At me should Jove himself a bolt design, 
His bosom first should bleed transfix'd by mine. 
But all thy doubts this shaft will best explain. 
Nor shall it reach thee with a trivial pain, 
Thy Muse, vain youth ! shall not thy peace ensure. 
Nor PhoBbus* serpent yield the wound a cure." 

He spoke, and, waving a bright shaft in air. 
Sought the warm bosom of the Cyprian fair. 

That thus a child should bfaister in my ear, 
Provok'd my laughter, more than mov'd my fear, 
I shunn'd not, therefore, publick haunts, but stray'd 
Careless in city, or suburban shade ; 
And passing, and repassing, nymphs, that mov'd 
With grace divine, beheld where'er I rov'd. 
Bright shone the vernal day., with double blase, 
As beauty gave new force to Phoebus' rays ; 
By no grave scruples check'd I fireely ey'd 
The dang'rous show : rash youth my only guide ; 
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And many a look of many a fair unknown 

Met full unable to control my own. 

But one I mark'd, (then peace forsook my breast,) 

One — Oh how far superiour to the rest ! 

What lovely features ! such the Cyprian queen 

Herself might- wish, and Juno wish her mien. 

The very nymph was she, whom when I dar'd 

His arrows, Love, had even then prepared ! 

No): was himself remote, nor unsupply'd 

Witli torch well-trimm*d and quiver at his side ; 

Now to her lips he clung, her eyelids now, 

Then settled on her cheeks, or on her brow, 

And with a thousand wounds from ev'ry part 

Pierc'd, and transpierced, my undefended heart, 

A fever, new to me, of fierce desire, 

Now seiz'd my soul, and I was all on fire, 

But she, the while, whom only I adore, 

Was gone, and vanished, to appear no more. 

In silent sadness I pursue my way ; 

I pause, I turn, proceed, yet wish to stay, 

And while I follow her in thought, bemoan 

With tears, my soul's delight so quickly flown. 

When Jove had hurl'd him to the Lemnian coast, 

So Vulcan aorrow'd for Olympus lost : 

And so Oeclides, sinking into night. 

From the deep gulf look'd up to distant light. 

Wretch that I am, what hopes for me remain, 
Who cannot cease to love, yet love in vain ? 
Ob could I once, once more behold the fair, 
Speak to her, tell ber of the pangs I bear, 
Perhaps she is not adamant, would show 
Perhaps some pity at my tale of wo. 
Oh inasupicious flame — 'tis mine to prove 
A matchless instance of disastrous love. 
Ah spare me, gentle pow'r ! — If such thou be, 
Let not thy deeds, and nature, disagree. 
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Spare me, and I will worship at no shrine 
With vow and sacrifice, save only thine. 
Now I revere thy fires, thy bow, thy darts: 
Now own thee sovereign of all human hearts. 
Remove ! no— grant me still this raging wo ! 
Sweet is the wretchedness that lovers know 
But pierce hereafter (should I chance to see 
One destin'd mine) at once both her and me. 

Such were the trophies, that, in earlier di 
By vanity seduced, I toil'd to rabe, 
Studious, yet indolent, and urg'd by youth, 
That worst of teachers ! from the ways of * 

Till learning taught me, in his shady bow'r. 
To quit love's servile yoke, and spurn his pow'r. 
Then, on a sudden, the fierce flame suppressed, 
A frost continual settled on my breast, 
Whence Cupid fears his flames extinct to see* 
And Venus dreads a Diomede in me. 



EPIGRAMS. 

OH THE INVSHTOR OF QUITS. 

Pbaibe in old time the rage Prometheus won, 
Who stole ethereal radiance from the sun ; 
But greater he, whose bold invention strove 
To emulate the fiery bolts of Jove. - 



[The poems on the subject of the Gunpowder Trea- 
son I have not translated, both because the matter of 
them is unpleasant, and because they are written with 
an asperity, which, however it might be warranted in 
Milton's days, would be extremely unseasonable now.] 
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TO LEONORA SINGING AT ROME.* 

Ahotheb Leonora once inspir'd 
Taiflo, with fatal love to phrensy fir'd ; 
Bat how much happier liT'd he nowy were he, 
Pierc'd with whateTer pangs for Iotb of thee \ 
Since could he hear that heavenly Taiee of tfaiim, 
With Adriana^s lute of sound divine, 
Fiercer than Pentheus, though his eye itoffiA roU^ 
Or idiot apathy benumb his sotd. 
You BtSll, with medicinal souiids, might elieer 
His senses wandering in a blind career $ 
And sweetly breathing through hSs woonded bfeasl. 
Charm, with sool-eootl^ng song^ his thougbla to leit 



TO THE SAME. 

Naplis, too credulous, ah ! boast no more 
The sweet-voie'd Siren btiried on thy shore, 
That, when Parthenope deceas'd, she gave 
Her Micred dust to a Chalcidick grave, 
For still she lives, but has exchanged the hoarse 
Pausilipo for Tiber's placid course. 
Where, idol of all Rome, she now in chains 
Of magick song, both gods and men detains. • 

* I have translated only two of the three poetical comph* 
meats addrewed to Leonora, as they appear to me iar sape* 
riour to wliat I have omitted. 
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THE COTTAGER AND HIS LANDLORD. 



A FEASAiTT to hb lord paid yearly eoart, 
Presenting pippins, of 00 rich a sort, ' 
That he, displeased to have a part alone, 
Remov'd the tree, that all might be his own 
The tree, too old to travel, though before 
So fruitful, wither'd, and would yield no more. 
The 'squire, perceiving all his labour void, 
Curs'd his own pains, so foolishly employ 'd. 
And " Oh," he cried, " that I had liv'd content 
With tribute, small indeed, but kindly meant ! 
My ay*rice has expensive prov'd to me, 
Has cost me both my pippins and my tree." 



CHRISTIANA, QUEEN OF SWEDEN, 



CROMWELL'S PICTURE. 

Christiana, maiden of heroick mien ! 
Star of the north ! of northern stars the queen ! 
Behold what wrinkles I have eam'd, and how 
The iron casque still chafes my vet'ran brow. 
While following fate's dark footsteps, I fulfil 
The dictates of a hardy people's will. 
But soften'd, in thy sight, my looks appear, 
Not to all Queens or Kings alike seven. 
15 • 
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MISCELLANEOUS POEMS. 



oir THK 
DEATH OF THE VICE-CHANCELLOR, 

A PHTSICIAir. 

LxAKir, ye nations of the eirtl^, 
The condition of your birth. 
Now be taught your feeble state 1 
Know that all must yield to fate! 

If the mournful rover, Death, 

Say but once — " rerign your breath 1" 

Vainly '.of escape you dream, 

You must pass the Stygian stream. 

Could the stoutest overcome 
Death's assault, and baffl6 doom, 
Hercules had both withstood 
Undiseas'd by Nessus* blood. 

Ne'er had Hector press'd the plain 
By a trick of Pallas slain, 
Nor the chief to Jove allied 
By Achilles' phantom died. ^ 

Could enchantments life prolongs, 
Circe sav'dby magiek song. 
Still had Uv'd ; an equal skill 
Had prescirv'd Medea still. 
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Dwelt io herbsy and drags, a pow'r 
To avert man's dostin'd hour, 
Learn'd Machoan should hare known 
Doubtless to avert his own. 



Chiron had survived the smart 
Of the Hydra-tainted dart, 
And Jove's bolt had been, with 
Foil'd by Asclepiades. 



Thou too, sage ! of whom forlorn 
Helicon and Cirrha mourn, 
Still hadst fill'd thy princely plaet 
Regent of the gowned raee. 

Httdst advanc'd to higher ftme 
Still, thy much^ennobled name^ 
Nor in Cliaron's skiiFexplor*d' 
The Tartarean gulf abhorr'd. 

But resentftd Proserpine, 
Jealous of thy skill divine, 
' Snapping short thy vital thread. 
Thee too numbered with the dead. 

Wise and good I untroubled be 
The green turf that covers thee \ 
Thence, in gay profusion, grow 
All the sweetest flow'rs that blow 

Plato's consort bid thee rest ! 
£acus jffonounce thee blest : 
To her home thy shade coosigB^ 
Make Elysium ever thine ! 
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DEATH OF THE BISHOP OP ELY. 

Written in the Jiuthor^s 17th year. 

Mt lids with grief were tumid yet, 
And still my sullied cheek was wet 
With briny dews, profusely shed 
For venerable Winton dead : 
When Fame, whose tales of saddest sound, 
Alas ! are ever truest found, 
The news through aU our cities spread 
Of yet another mitred head 
By ruthless fate to death consigned, 
Ely^.the honour of his kind ! 

At once, a storm of passion heav'd 
My boiling bosom, much I griev'd, 
But more I rag'd at ev'ry breath 
Devoting Death himself to death. 
With less revenge did Naso teem, 
When hated Ibis was his theme ; 
With less, Archiluchus, denied 
The lovely Greek, his promis'd bride. 

But lo ! while thus I execrate, 
Inceiis*d the minister of fate. 
Wondrous accents, soft, yet clear, 
Wafted on the gale I hear. 

* ** Ah, much deluded ! lay aside 
Thy threats, and anger misapplied ! 
Art not afraid with sounds like these, 
T' offend, where thou canst not appeaM ? 
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Death is not (wherefore dream'st thou iknk 7) 
The son of Night and Brebus v 
Nor was of fell Erynnis bora 
On fl^ulfs, where Chaos rnles forlorn * 
But, sent from God, his presence leaVeiy 
To gather home his ripen*d dieavlM, 
To call encumbered souls awsj 
From fleshly bonds to boundless daj, 
(As when the winged hours exclto. 
And summon forth the morning-light) 
And each to convoy to her place 
Before th' Eteraal Father's face. 
But not the wicked — ^them, severe 
Tet just, from all their pleasures li«i» 
He hurries to the realms below, 
Terrifiok realms of penal wo ! 
Myself no sooner heard his call, 
Than 'scaping through my priton-wttlly 
I bade adieu to bolts and bars. 
And soared, with angehi, to the itari^ 
Like him of old, to whom 'twas giy*ii 
To mount, on fiery wheels, to Hetv'ki'. 
Bootes' wagon, slow With cold, 
AppaU'd me not ; nor to behold 
The sword, thai vast Orion drawi^ 
Or ev^n the Scorpion's horrid cfaiw^ 
Beyond the sun's bright orb I fly, 
And, far beneath my feet, descry 
Night's dread goddess, seen with aw«i 
Whom her winged dragons draw.* 
Thus, ever wond'ring at my speed, 
Augmented still as I proceed, 
I pass the planetary sphere. 
The Milky Way — and now appear 
Heav'n's crystal battlements, her door 
Of massy pearl, and em'rald floor. ~ 
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But here I cease. For never can 
The tongue of once a mortal man 
In suitable description trace 
The pleasures of that happy place ; 
Suffice it, that those joys divine 
Are all, and all for ever, mine !" 



NATURE UNIMPAIRED BY TIME, 

Ah, how the human mind wearies herself 
With her own wanderings, and, involv'd in gloom 
Impenetrable, speculates amiss ! 
Measuring, in her folly, things divine 
By human ; laws inscrib'd on adamant 
By laws of man's device, and counsels fix'd 
For ever, by the hours, that pass and die. 

How ! — shall the face of nature then be ploughed 
Into deep wrinkles, and shall years at last 
On the great Parept fix a sterile curse ? 
Shall even she confess old age, and- halt, 
And, palsy -smitten, shake her starry brows? 
Shall foul Antiquity with rust and drought, 
And Famine, vex the radiant worlds above ? 
Shall Time's unsated maw crave and ingulf 
The very Heav'ns, that regulate his flight ? 
And was the Sire of all able to fence 
His works, and to uphold the circling worlds, 
But, through improvident and heedless haste, 
Let slip th' occasion ? — so then — ^all is lost — 
And in some future evil hour, yon arch 
Shall crumble, and come thund'ring down, the polea 
Jar in collision, the Olympian king 
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Fall with his throne, and Pallas^ holding forth 
The terronrs of the Gorgon shield in vain. 
Shall rush to the abyss, like Vulcan hurl'd 
Down into Lemnos, through the^gate of Heav'n. 
Thou also, with precipitated wheels, 
PhoBbus ! thy own son's fall shalt imitate, 
With hideous ruin shalt impress the deep 
Suddenly, and the flood shall reek, and hiss 
At the extinction of the lamp of day. 
Then too shall Heemus, cloven to his base. 
Be shatter'd, and the huge Ceraunian hillsi 
Once weap«ins of Tartarean Dis, immers'd 
In Erebus, shall fill himself with fear. 

No. The Almighty Father surer laid 
His deep foundations, and providing well 
For the event of all, the scales of Fate 
Suspended, in just equipoise, and bade 
His universal works, from age to age, 
One tenour hold, perpetual, undisturb'd 

Hence the prime mover wheels itself about 
Continual, day by day, and with it bears 
In social measure swifl the heav'ns around. 
Not tardier now is Satan than of old, 
Nor radiant less the burning casque of Mars, 
Phosbus, his vigour unimpaired, still shows 
Th' effulgence of his youth, nor needs the god 
A downward course, that he may warm the valet ; 
But, ever rich in influence, runs his road, 
Sign after sign, through all the heav'nly zone. 
Beautiful, as at first, ascends the star 
From odorifrouB Ind, whose office is 
To gather home betimes th' ethereal flock, 
To pour them o'er the skies again at eve. 
And to discriminate the night and day. 
Still Cynthia's changeful horn waxes, and wanes* 
Alternate, and with arms extended stil] 
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She welcomes to her breast her brother's beain% 

Nor have the elements deserted jet 

Their functions ; thunder, with as loud a stroke 

As erst, smites through the rocks^ and scatters Hmok 

The east still howls, stiU the relentless north 

Invades the shudd'ring Scythian, still he breathes 

The winter, and still rolls the storms along. 

The king of ocean, with his wonted force, 

Beats on Pelorus, o'er the deep is heard 

The hoarse aburm of Triton's sounding shell, 

Nor swim the monsters of the iEgean sea 

In shallows, or beneath diminish'd waves. 

Thou too, thy ancient vegetative pow'r 

Enjoy'st, O Earth ! Narcissus still is sweet, 

And Phoebus ! still thy favourite, and still 

Thy fav'rite Cytherea ! both retain 

Their beauty, nor the mountains, ore-enrich'd 

For punishment of man. with purer gold 

Teem'd ever, or with brighter gems the Deep. 

Thus, ih unbroken series, all proceeds ; 
And shall) till wide involving either pole, 
And the immensity of yonder heav'n, 
The final flames of destiny absorb 
The world consumed in one enormous pyce I 
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PLATONICK IDEA, 



▲8 IT WAS UNDERSTOOD BY ARISTOTLS. 

Tx nster pow'rs, who o'er the sacred groves 
Preeide, and thou, fair mother of them all, 
Mnemosyne ! and, thou, who in thy grot 
Immense, reclin'd at leisure, hast in charge 
The archives, and the ordinances of Jove, 
And dost record the festivals of heav'n, ^ 
Eternity ! — ^inform us who is He, 
That great original by nature chos'h 
To be the archetype of human kind. 
Unchangeable, immortal, with the poles 
Themselves coeval, one, yet ev'ry whpre, 
An miage of the god, who gave him being f 
Twin-brother of the goddess born from Jove. 
He dwells not in his father's mind, but, though 
Of common nature with ourselves, exists 
Apart, and occupies a local home. 
Whether, companion of the stars, he spend 
Eternal ages, roaming at bis will 
From sphere to sphere the tenfold heav'ns, or dwell 
On^ the moon's side that nearest neighbours earth, 
Or torpid on the banks of Lethe sit 
Among the multitude of souls ordain'd 
To flesh and blood, or whether (as may chance) 
That vast and giant model of our kind 
In some far distant region of this globe 
Sequester'd stalk, with lifted head on high 
O'ertow'fing Atlas, on whose shoulders rest 
The stars, terrifick even to the gods. 
Vol. III. 16 
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Never the Theban seer, whose bUnduess prov'd 
His best illumination, him beheld 
In secret vision ; never him the son 
Of Pleione, amid the noiseless night 
Descending, to the prophet-choir roveal'd ; 
Him never knew th* Assyrian priest who yet 
The ancestry of Ninus chronicles, 
And BeluB, and Osiris, for renown'd ; 
Nor even tlirice great Hermes, although skillM 
So deep in mystery, to the worshippers 
Of Isis showed a prodigy Hke him 

And thou, who hast immortalized the shades 
Of Academus, if the schools receiv'd 
This monster of the fancy first from thee, 
£ither recall at once the banish'd bards 
To thy republick, or thyself ervinc'd 
A wilder fabulist, go also forth. 



TO HIS FATHER. 



Oh that Pieria'f) spring would thro' my breast 

Pour its inspiring influence, and rush 

No rill, but rather an o'erflowing flood ! 

That, for my venerable Father's sake, 

All meaner themes renounc'd, my muse, on wings 

Of duty borne, might reach a loftier strain. 

For thee, my Father ! howsoe'er it please. 

She frames this slender work, nor know I aught. 

That may thy gifts more suitably requite ; 

Though to requite them suitably would ask 

Returns much nobler, and surpassing far 

The meagre stores of ▼erbal griktituda : 
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But, such as I possess, I send thee all, 
Tliis page presents thee in their full amount 
With thy son's treasurer, and the sum is nought ; 
Nought, sovo tlip tiches tliat from airy dream 
In secret grottos, and in laurel bowers, 
I have, by goidon Clio's gifV, acquired. 

Verso is a work divine ; despise not thou 
Verse therefore, which evinces (nothing mora) 
Man's heavenly source, and which, retaining still 
Some sciiiti nations of Promethean fire, 
Bespeaks liitn animated from above. 
The Gods love verse.; the infernal pow'rs themitltw 
Confess the mlluence of verse, which stirs 
The lowest deep, and binds in triple chains 
Of adamant both Plato and the Shades. 
In verse the Oelphick priestess, and the pale 
Tremulous Sybil, make thu future known, 
And he wbo sacrifices on the shrine 
Hangs verse, both when he smites tlio throat*ning hull 
And when he spreads his rooking entrails wide 
To scrutinize the Fates cnvolop'd there. 
We too, ourselves, what tnne we seek again 
Our native skies, and ono eternal now 
Shall be the onlv measure of our being, 
Crown'd all with gold, and chanting to tho Tyre 
Harnionif>us verse, shail range the courts above, 
And mako the starry firmament resound 
And, even now, the fiery spirit pure 
That wheels yon circling orbs, directs, himself, 
Their mazy dance with melody of verso 
Unutterable, immortal, hearing which 
Huge Ophinchus holds his hiss suppressed, 
Orioh soflten'd, drops his ardent blade, 
And Atlaa stands nnconscious of his load. 
Verse grac'd of old the feasts of kings, ere yet 
Luxurious dainties, desim'd to the gulf 
Immense of gluttony, were known, and ere 
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Lyieus delug*d yet the temp'rate board. 
Then sat the bard a customary guest 
To share the banquet, and, his length of locks 
With beechen honours bound, proposed in Teroe^ 
The characters of heroes, and their deeds^ , 
To imitation, sang of Chaos old, 
Of nature's birth, of gods that crept in search 
Of acorns fall'n, and of the thunderbolt 
Not yet produc'd from Etna's fiery eave. 
And whf^t avails, at last, tune without voifl»> 
Devoid of matter ? Such may isuit perhaps 
The rural dance, but such was ne'er the song 
Of Orpheus, whom the streams stood still to hear 
And the oaks followed. Not by chords alone 
Well touch'd, but by resistless accents more, 
To sympathetick tears the ghosts' themsrivee 
He mov'd ; these praises to his verse he owes. 

Nor thou persist, I pray thee, still to slight . 
TUbe saored Nine, and to imagine vain 
And useless, pow'rs by whom inspir'd, thyself 
Art skilful to associate verse with airs 
Harmonious, and to give the human voiee 
A thousand modulations, heir by right 
Indisputable of Arion's fame. 
Now sdLjf what wonder i8it,.if a son 
Of thine delight in verse, if so conjoin'd 
In close affinity, we sympathize 
In social arts, and kixidrcd studies sweet i 
Such distribution of himself to us 
Was Phoebus' choice : thou hast thy gift, and I 
Mine also, and between us. we receive. 
Father and Son, the whole inspiring God. 

No ! howsoe'er the semblance thou assume 
Of hate, thou hatest not the gentle Muse, 
My father ! for thou never bad'st me tread 
The beaten path, and broad, that lead'st right en 
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To opulence, nor didst condemn thy son 
To the insipid clamours of the bnr, 
To laws voluminous, and ill observ'd ; 
But, wishing to enrich me more, to fill 
My mind with treasure, led'At. me far away 
From city-din to deep retreats, to banks 
And streams Aonian : and, with free consent, 
Didst place me happy at Apollo's side. 
I speak not now, on more important themot 
Intent, of common benefits, and such 
As nature bids, but of thy larger gifts, 
My Father ! who, when I had open'd once 
Tho stores of Roman rhetorick, and learned 
The fuU-tou'd language of the eloquent Greekf, 
Whose lofty mtisick graced the lips of Jove, 
Thyself didst counsel me to add the flow*rs 
That Gallia boasts, those too, with which the imooth 
Italian his degenerate speech adorns. 
That witnesses .his mixture with the Goth ', 
And Palestine's propbetick songs divine 
To sum the whole, whate'er the heav'n contaillfi 
The earth beneath it, and the air betweeui 
The rivers and the restless deep may all 
Prove intellectual gain to me, my wish 
Concurring with thy will ; science herself, 
All cloud removed, inclines her beauteous heady 
And offers me tho lip, if, dull of heart, 
I shrink not, and decline her gracious boon. 

Go now, and gather dross, ye sordid minds, 
That covet it ; what conld my Father more ? 
What more could Jove himself, unless he gave 
His own abode, the tieav'n, in which he relgni f 
More eligible gitts than these were not 
Apollo's to hJ9 son, had they been safe, 
As they were in<)ecure, who made the boy 
The world's vice-luminary, bade him rule 
The radiaiki cnariot of the day, and bind 
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To his young brows his own all -dazzling wreath. 
I therefore, although last and least, my place 
Among the learned in the laurel grove 
Will hold, and where the conqu'ror's ivy twines, 
Henceforth exempt from the unlettered throng 
Profane, nor even to be seen by such. 
Away, then, sleepless Care, Complaint, away, 
And, Envy, with thy " jealous leer malign !" 
Nor let the monster Calumny shoot forth 
Her venom 'd tongue at me- Detested foes ! 
Te all are impotent against my peace, 
For I am privileged, and bear my breast 
Safe, and too high, for your viperean wound. 

But thou'! my Father, since to render thanks 
Equivalent, and to requite by deeds 
Thy liberality, exceeds my power. 
Suffice it, that I tfaiis record thy gifts. 
And bear them treasur'd in a grateful mind I 
Ye too, the favourite pastime of my youth. 
My voluntary nimibers, if ye dare 
To hope longevity, and to survive 
Tour master's funeral, not soon absorb'd 
In the oblivious Lethsean gulf, 
Shall to futurity perhaps convey 
This theme, and by these praises of my sire 
Improve the Fathers of a distant age 1 
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TO 

SALSILLUS, A ROMAN POET 
MUCH INDISPOSED. 



The original is written in a measure called Scinon^ 
which signifies limptngf and the measure is so deno- 
minated, because, though in other respects Iambiok> it 
terminates with a Spondee, and has consequently a 
more tardy movement. 

The reader will immediately see that this property 
of the Latin verse cannot be imitated in English. 



Mr halting Muse, that dragg'st by choice along 
Thy slow, slow step, in melancholy song, 
And lik'st that pace, expressive of thy cares. 
Not less than Diopeia's sprightlier airs, 
When, in the dance, f^e beats, with measured tread. 
Heaven's floor, in front of Juno's golden bed ; 
Salute Salsillus, who to verse divine 
Prefers, with partial love, such lays as mine. 
Thus writes that Milton then, who wafted o'er 
From his own nest, on Albion's stormy shore, 
Where Eurus, fiercest of the iEolian band, 
Sweeps, with ungovem'd rage, the blasted land, 
Of late to more serene Ausonia came 
To view her cities of illustrious name, 
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To prove himself a witness of the truth , 

How wise her elders, and how learn'd her youth. 

Much good, SalsilluB ! and a body free 

From all disease, that Milton auks for thee, 

Who now endur'st the languor, and the pains, 

That bile inflicts, diffused through all thy veins, 

Relentless malady ! not mov'd to spare 

By thy sweet Roman voice, and Lesbian air ! 

Health, Hebe's sister sent us from the skies, 
And thou, Apollo, whom all sickness flies, 
Pythius, or Pean, or what name divine 
Soe'er thou choose, haste, heal a priest of thinel 
Te groves of Faunus, aild ye hills, that melt 
With vinous dews, where meek Evander dwelt ! 
If i|ught salubrious in vour confines grow, 
Strive which shall soonest heal your poet's wo, 
That, rendered to the Muse he loves, asrain 
He may enchant the meadows with his strain. 
Numa, reclin'd in everlasting ease. 
Amid the shade of dark eiubow'ring trees. 
Viewing with eyes of unabated fire 
His lov'd ^geria, shall that strain admire : 
So sooth'd, the tumid Tiber shall revere 
The tombs of kings, nor desolate the year. 
Shall curb his waters with a friendly rein, 
And guide them harinles^^ till they meet the main. 
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TO 

GIOVANNI BATTISTA MANSO, 

HARquIS OF TILLA. 

MILTON'S ACCOUNT OF MANSO. 

Giovanni Bdttista Manso, Marquis of Villa, is an 
Italian nobleman of the highest estimation among hit 
countrymen, for genius,' literature, and military ae- 
complishments. To him Torquato Tasso addressed 
his Dialogues on Friendship, for he was much the 
friend of Tasso, who has also celebrated him among 
the other Princes of his country, in his poem, entitled, 
Gerusalemme Conquistata, book xx. 

Fra cavalier magnanimi, e cortesi, 

Ri^ende il Manso. 
During the Author's stay at Naples, he received tX 
the hands of the Marquis a thousand kind offices and 
civilities, and, desirous not to appear ungrateful, 
sent hira this poem a short time before his departure 
from that city. 



Thxsx verses also to thy pra^e the Nine, 
Oh Manso ! happy in that theme, design, 
For, Gallus and Maecenas gone, they see 
None such besides, or whom they love as thee ; 
And, if my verse may give the meed of fame, 
Thine too shall prove an everlasting name. 
Already such, it< shines in Tasso's page 
(For thou wast Tasso's friend) from age to age, 
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And, next, the Muse consign'd (not unaware 

How high the charge) Marino to tliy care, 

Who, singing to the nymphs, Adonis' praise^ 

Boasts thee tlie patron of his copious lays. 

To thee alone the poet would entrust 

His latest vows, to thee alone his dust ; 

And thou with punctual piety hast paid, 

In labour'd brass, thy tribute to his shade. 

Nor this contented thee — ^but lest the grave 

Sliould aught absorb of theirs which thou cottldst 

save, 
All future ages thou hast dcign'd to teach 
The life, lot, genius, character of each. 
Eloquent as the Carian sage, who true 
To liis great theme, the life of Homer drew. 

I, therefore, though a stranger youth, who come 
Chill'd by rude blasts, that freeze my northern homey 
Thee dear to Clio, confident proclaim. 
And thine, for Phcebus's sake, n deathless name. 
Nor thou, so kind, wilt view with scornful eye 
A nmse scarce rear'd beneath our sullen sky, 
Who fears not, indiscreet as she is young, 
To seek in Latiura hearers of her song. 
We too, where Thames with his unsullied waves 
The tresses of the blue-hair'd Ocean laves, 
Hear oft by night, or, slumb'ring, seem to hear, 
O'er his wide stream, the swan's voice warbling clear, 
And we could boast a Tit^rus of yore, 
Who trod, a welcome guest, your happy shore. 

Yes — dreary as we own our Northern clime, 
E'en we to Phcebus raise the polisli'd rhyme, 
We too serve Phoebus ; Phcebus has receiv'd 
(If legends old may claim to be believed) 
No sordid gifts from us, the golden ear, 
The bumisU'd apple, ruddiest of the yoari 
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Tho fragrant crocus, and to grace his fane, 
Fair damsels chosen from the Druid train ; 
Druids, our native bards in ancient time, 
Who gods and heroes praised in hallowed rhjrme ! 
Hence, often as the maids of Greece surround 
Apollo's shrine witli hymns of festive sound, 
They name the virgins who arriv'd of yore, 
With British oft'rings, on the Delian shore, 
Loxo, from giant Corincus sprung, 
Upis, on v/hose blest lips the future hung, 
And Hecaerge, with the golden hair, 
Ail decked with Pictish hues, and ail with bosoms baro 

Thou, therefore, happy sage, whatever clime 
Shall ring with Tasso's praise in after-time, 
Or with Marino's, shalt be known their friend, 
And with an equal flight to fame ascend. 
The world shall hear how Phcpbus, and the Nine, 
Were inmates once, and willing guests of thine. 
Yet Phcebus, when of old constrained to roam 
The earth, an exile from his heavenly home, 
Entered, no willing guest, Admutiis* door, 
Though Hercules had ventured there before. 
But gentle Chiron's cave was near, a scene 
Of rural peace, cloth'd with perpetual green. 
And thither, oft as respite he required 
From rustick clamours loud, tho god retired. 
There, many a time, on Peneus* bank reclin'd 
At some oak's root, with ivy thick entwin'd. 
Won by his hospitable friend's desire, 
He soothed his pains of exile with tiie lyre. 
Then shook the hills, then trembled Poneus* shoro 
Nor QBta felt his load of forests more ; 
The Upland elms descended to the plain, 
And soflen'd lynxes wonder'd at the strain. 

Well may we think, O dear to all above ! 
Thy birth diBtinguiah'd by the smile of Jovo } 

Digitized by CjOOQIC 



192 TRANSLATIONS FROM MILTON. 

And that Apollo shed his kindliest pow'r, 

And Maia's son, on that propitious hour, | 

Since only minds so bom can comprehend | 

A poet's worth, or yield that worth a friend. I 

Hence, on thy yet unfaded cheek appears I 

The ling'ring freshness of thy greener years ; 

Hence, in thy front and features, we admire 

Nature unwither'd, and a mind entire. 

Oh might so true a friend to me belong, 

So skill'd to grace the votaries of song. 

Should I recall hereafter into rhyme 

The kings and heroes of my native clime, 

Arthur the chief, who even now prepares. 

In subterraneous being, future wars. 

With all his martial knights, to be rcstor'd, 

Each to his seat, around the fed'ral board. 

And Oh, if spirit fail me not, disperse 

Our Sazon plund'rerd, in triumphant verse ! 

Then, after all, when, with the past content, 

A life I finish, not in silence spent. 

Should he, kind mourner, o er my death-bed bendy 

I shall but need to say — ^^ Be yet my friend !" 

He, too, peihaps, shall bid the marble breathe 

To honour me, and with the graceful wreath, 

Or of Parnassus, or the Paphian isle, 

Shall bind my brows — ^but I shall rest the while 

Then also, if the fruits of faith endure. 

And virtue's promis'd recompense be sure, 

Bom to those seats, to which the blest aspire 

By purity of soul, and virtuous fire. 

These rites,. as Fate permits,! shall sturey 

With eyes illumin'd by celestial day, 

And, every cloud from my pure spirit driven, 

Joy in the bright beatitude of Hewen ! 
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DEATH OF DAMON. 



THE AROUMXHT. 

ThyniB and Damon, shepherds and neighbours, had 
always pursued the same studies, and had, from their 
earliest days, been united in the closest friendship. 
Thyrsis, while travelling for improvement, received 
intelligence of the death of Damon, and, after a time, 
returning and finding it true, deplores himself, and his 
•olitaiy condition, in this poem. 

By Damon is to be understood Charles Diodati, 
eonnected with the Italian city of Lucca by his father's 
aide, in other respects an Englishman ; a youth of un- 
common genius, erudition, and virtue. 



Tx Nymphs of Himera, (for ye have shed, 
Erewhile for Daphnis, and for Hylas dead. 
And over Bion's long-lamented bier, 
The fruitless meed of many a sacred tear,) 
Now through the villas lav'd by Thames, rehearse 
The woes of Thyrsis in Sicilian verse. 
What sighs he hoav'd, and how with groans profound 
He made the woods and hollow rocks resound, 
Young Damon dead ; nor even ceasM to pour 
His lonely sorrows at the midnight hour. 

Vol- ni. 17 
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The green wheat twice had nodded in the ear. 
And golden harvest twice enriched the year, 
Since Damon's lips had gasp'd for vital air 
The last, last time, nor Thyrsis yet was there ; 
For he, enamour'd of the Muse, remained 
In Tuscan Fiorenza long detained. 
But, stor*d at length witli all he wish'd to learn, 
For his flock's sake now hasted to return, 
And when the shepherd had resnni'd his seat 
'At the elm's root, within his old retreat, 
Then 'twas his lot, then, all his loss to know,. 
And, from his burthen'd heart, he vented thus his wo. 

*< Go, seek your home, my lambs ; my thoughts are 
due 
To other cares, than those of feeding you. 
Alas, what deities shall I suppose 
In heaven, or earth, concern 'd for human woes. 
Since, O my Damon I their severe decree 
So soon condemns me to regret of tiioe ! 
Depart'st thou thus, thy virtues unrcpaid 
With fame and honour, like a vulgar shade ? 
Let him forbid it, whose bright rod controls, 
And separates sordid from illustrious souls. 
Drive far the rabble, and to thee assign 
A happier lot, with spirits worthy thine ! 

" Go, seek your home, my lambs ; my thoughts are 
due 
To other cares, than those of feeding you. 
Whate'ef befall, unless by cruel chance. 
The wolf first give me a forbidding glance. 
Thou shalt not moulder undeplor'd, but long 
Thy praise shall dwell on every shepherd s tongue 
To Daphnis first they shall del>.ght to pay. 
And, afler him, to thee the votive lay. 
While Fales shall the flocks and psistures love. 
Or FmMuum to firoquei*! (be field or grove, 
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At least, if ancient piety and truth, 
"With all the learned labours of thy youth, 
May serve chee aught, or to have lett behind 
A sorrowing friend, and of Uie tuneful kind. 

** Go, seek your home, my lambs ; my thought! an 
due 
To other cares, than those of feeding you. 
Tes, Damon ! such thy sure reward shall be ; 
But ah, what doom awaits unhappy me ? 
Who, now, my pains and perils shall dividoy 
As thou wast wont, for ever at my side, 
Both when the ragged frost annoy 'd our feet, 
And when the herbage all was parched with heat ; 
Whether the grim woirs ravage to prevent, 
Or the huge lion's, arm'd with darts we went ? 
Whose converse, now, shall calm my stormy day, 
With charming song, who now beguile my way ? 

" Go, seek your home, my lambs ; my thoughts aro 
duo 
To other cares, than those of feeding you. 
In whom shall I confido ? Whose counsel find 
A balmy medicine for my troubled mind ? 
Or whose discourse, with innocent delight, 
Shall fill me now, and cheat the wint'ry night, 
While hisses on my hearth the pulpy pear, 
And blackening chestnuts start and crackle there, 
While storms abroad the dreary meadows whelm, 
And the wind thunders tliro* the neighboring ehn. 

" Go, seek your home, my lambs ; my thought! zxt. 
due 
To other cares, than those of feeding you. 
Or who, when summer suns their summit reach, 
And Pan sleeps hidden by the sheltering beech, 
When shepherds disappear, nymphs seek the sedge, 
And the stretched riistick snores beneath the hedge, 
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Who then shall render me thy pleasant vein 
Of Attick wit, thy jests, thy smiles again ? 

" Go, seek your home, my lambs ; my thoughts are 
due 
To other cares, than those of feeding you. 
Where glens and vales are thickest overgrown 
With tangled boughs, I wander now alone, 
Till night descend, while blust'ring wind and sbow'r 
Beat on my temples through the shatter'd bow*r. 

'' Go, seek your home, my lambs ', my thoughts — 
due 
To other cares, than those of feeding you. 
Alas ! what rampant weeds now shame my fields, 
And what a mildew'd crop the furrow yields ? 
My rambling vines, unwedded to the trees, 
Bear shrivell'd grapes, my myrtles fail to please, 
Nor please me more my flocks ; they, slighted turn 
Thsir unavailing looks on me, and mourn. 

" Go, seek your home, my Imnbsi my thoughtf w> 
due 
To other carep, than those of feeding you. 
£gon invites me to the hazel grove, 
AmyntM on the river's bank to rove, 
And young Aiphesiboeus to a seat 
Wh^e branching elms exclude the mid-day hesiL 
' Hfire fountains spring — here mossy hillocks rise 3 
Here Zephyr whispers, and the ftream cepUes.' — 
Thus each persuades, but, deaf to every call, 
I gain the thickets, and escape them aU. 

" Go, seek your home, my lambs ; my thonghti .i^ 
due 
To other cares, than those of feeding you. 
Then Mopsus said, (the same who reads so well 
The voice of birds, and what the stars foretell, 
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For he by chance had noticed my return,) 
* What means thy sullen mood, this deep concern ? 
Ah Thyrsis ! tliou art either craz'd with love, 
Or some sinister influence from above ; 
Dull Saturn's influence oft the shepherds rue ; 
His leaden shaft oblique has pierced thee through * 

" Go, gOf my lambs, unpastur'd as ye are ', 
My thoughts are all now due to other care. ' 
The nymphs amaz*d, my melancholy see, 
And, * Thyrsis !* cry — * what will become of thee ! 
What wouldst thou, Thyrsis ? such should not appear 
The brow of youth stern, gloomy, and severe ; 
Brisk youth should laugh, and love — a)i, shun tfa« fate 
Of those, twice wretched mopes ! who love too late V* 

" Go, go, my lambs, unpastur'd as ye are ; 
My thoughts arc all now due to other care. 
iEgle with Hyas came, to sooth my pain, 
And Baucis* daughter, Dryope, the vain. 
Fair Dryope, for voice and finger neat 
Known far and near, and for her self-concoit ; 
Chloris too come, whose cottage on the land* 
That skirt the Idumanian current,' stands ; 
But all in vain they came, and but to see 
Kind words, and comfortable, lost on mo. 

« Go, go, my lambs, unpastur'd as ye are ; 
My thoughts are all now due to other care. 
Ah blest indifTrence of the plajrful herd. 
None by his fellow chosen, or preferr'd ! 
No bonds of amity the flocks enthral. 
But each associates, and is pleased with all ; 
So graze the dappled deer in num'rous drovesj" 
And all his kind alike the zebra loves ; . 
The same law governs, where the billows roar. 
And Proteus' shoals overspread the desert shore ; 
17* 
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The eparrow, meanest of the feathered race, 

His fit companion finds in every place, 

With whom ho picks the grain that suits him best. 

Flirts here and there, and hite returns to rest. 

And whom if chance the falcon make his prey, 

Or hedger with his well aim'd arrow slay, 

For no such loss the gay survivor grieves : 

New love he seeks, and new delight receives. 

We only, an obdurate kind, rejoice. 

Scorning all others, in a single choice. 

We scarce in thousands meet one kindred mind, 

And if the long-sought good at laiit we find. 

When least we fear it. Death our treasure steals. 

And gives our heart a wound that nothing heals. 

** Go, go, my lambs, unpastur'd as ye are ; 
My thoughts are all now due to other care. 
Ah, what delusion lur'd me from my flocks. 
To traverse Alpine snows, and rugged rocks ! 
What need so great had I to visit Rome, 
Now sunk in ruins, and herself a tomb ? 
Or, had she flourished still, as when of old, 
For her sake Tityrus forsook his fold. 
What need so great had 1 1' incur a pause 
Of thy sweet intercourse for such a cause. 
For such a cause to place the roaring sea. 
Rocks, mountains, woods, between my friend and me f 
Else, had I grasp'd thy feeble hand, composed 
Thy decent limbs, thy drooping eye-lids clos'd. 
And, at the last, had said — ^ Farewell — ^ascend — 
Nor even in the skies forget thy friend !' 

** Go, go, my lambs, untended homeward fare ; 
My thoughts are all now due to other care. 
Although well-pleas'd, ye tuneful Tuscan swaina ! 
My mind the mem'ry of your worth retains, 
Tet not your worth can teach me less to mourn 
My Damon lost.^ He too was Tuscan born, 
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Bom in your Lucca, city of renown ! 
And wit poBsefls'di and genius, like your own. 
Oh how elate was I, when stretched beside 
The murmuring course of Arno's breezy tide, 
Beneath the poplar grove I passed my hours, 
Now cropping myrtles, and now vernal flow'rs^ 
And hearing, as I lay at ease along. 
Your swains contending for the prize of song ! 
I also dar'd attempt (and, as it seems. 
Not much displeas'd attempting) Various themM, 
For even I can presents boast from you, 
The shepherd's pipe, and ozier basket too. 
And Dati, and Francini, both have made 
My name familiar to the boechen shade^ 
And they are leam'd, and each in ev'ry place 
Renowned for song, and both of Lydian race 

'^ Go, go, my lambs, untended homeward fare ; 
My thoughts are all now due to other care. 
While bright the dewy grass with moon-beams shone, 
And I stood hurdling in my kids alone. 
How often have I said (but thou hadst found > 
Ere then thy dark cold lodgment under groimd 
Now Damon sings, or springes sets for hares 
Or wicker-work for various use prepares ! 
How oft, indulging fancy, have I plann'd 
New scenes of pleasure, that I hop'd at hand, 
Call'd theo abroad as I was wont, and cried — 
* What hoa ! my friend— come lay thy task aside, 
Haste, let us forth together, and beguile 
The heat, beneath yon whisp'ring shades awhile 
Or on the margin stray of Colne's clear flood. 
Or where Cassibelan's grey turrets stood ! 
There thou shalt cull me simples, and shalt teach 
Thy friend the name, and h'ealing pow'rs of each, 
From the tall blue-bell to the dwarfish weed. 
What the dry land, and what the marshes breeds 
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For all their kinds alike to thee are knowrn. 

And the whole art of Galen is thy own.* 

Ah, perish Galen's art, and withered bo 

The useless herbs, that gave not health to thee ! 

Twelve evenings since, as in poetick dream 

1 meditating sat some statelier theme, 

The reeds no sooner touch'd my lip, though new/ 

And unassay'd before, than wide tliey flew. 

Bursting their waxen bands, nor could sustain 

The deep-ton*d rausick of the solemn sti'ain ; 

And I am vain perhaps, but I will tell 

How proud a theme I chose— ye groves, farewell * 

" Go, go, my lambs, untended homeward faro ; 
My thoughts are all now due to other care. ' 
Of Brutus, Dardan chief, my song shall be, 
How with his barks he ploughed the British sea, 
First from Rutupia's tow'ring headland seen. 
And of his consort *6 reign, fair Imogen ; 
Of Brennus, and Belinus, brothers bold, 
And of Arviragus, and how of old 
Our hnrdy sires, th' Amiorican controlVd, 
And of the wife of Gorlois, who, surprised 
By Uther, in her husband's form disguis'd, 
(Such was the force of Merlin's art) became 
Pregnant with Arthur of heroick fame. 
These themes I now revolve^and Oh — if Fate 
Proportion to these thcmesi my lengtlien'd date, 
Adieu, my shepherd's reed — ^yon pine-tree bough 
Shall be thy future home, there dangle thou 
Forgotten and diaus'd, unless ore long 
Thou change thy Latian for a British song ; 
A British ? — even so— the pow'rs of man 
Are bounded'; little is the most he can ; 
And it shall well suiHce me, and shall bo 
Fame, and proud recompense enough for me, 
If XJsa, goldeo'hair'd, my yerso may learii, 
If Alun, bending o'er his crystal urn. 
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Swift-whirling Abra, Trent's o'ershadow'd stro&m, 
Thames, lovelier far than all in my esteem, 
Tamar's ore-tinctor'd flood, and, after these, 
The wave-worn shores of utmost Orcades. 

** Go, go, my lambs, untended homeward fare ; 
My thoughts are all now due to other care. 
AU this I kept m leaves of laurel-rind 
Enfolded safe, and for thy view designed. 
This — and a gift from Manso's hand beside, 
(Manso, not least his native city's pride,) 
Two cups, that radiant as their giver shooed 
Adom'd by sculpture with a double zone. 
The spring was graven there ; here alowly wind 
The Red-sea shores, with groves of spices Ua'd ; 
Her plumes of various hues amid the boughs 
The sacred, solitary Phoenix shows ; 
And watchful of the dawn, reverts her hM4» 
To see Aurora leave her wat'ry bed. 
— In other p^, th' expansive vault abovs^ 
And there too, even there, the God of Love 
With quiver arm'd he mounts, his torch dlsplaji 
A vivid light, his gem-tipt arrows blaze. 
Around his bright and fiery eyes he rolls. 
Nor aims at vulgar minds, or little souls. 
Nor deigns one look below, but aiming high, 
Sends every arrow to the lofty sky ; 
Hence forms divine, and minds immortal, leam 
The pow'r of Cupid, and enamour'd burn. 

" Thou also, Damon, (neither need I fear 
That hope delusive,) thou art also there ; 
For whither should simplicity like thine 
Retire, where else such spotless virtue shine ? 
Thou dwell'st not (thought profane) in shades below, 
'Nor tears suit thee-^cease then my tears to flow. 
Away with grief: on Damon ill-bestow'd ! 
Who, pure himself, has found a pure abode, 
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Has pass*d the showery arch, henceforth resides 
With saints'and heroes, and fron llowing tides 
Quaffs copious immortality, and joy, 
With hallow'd lips ! — Oh ! blest without alloy, 
And now cnrich'd, with all that faith can claim 
liook down, entreated by whatever name, 
If Damon please thee most, (that rur&l sound 
Shall od with echoes fill the groves around,) 
Or if Diodatus, by which alone 
In those ethereal mansions thou art known. 
Thy blush was maiden, and thy youth the taste 
Of wedded bliss knew never, pure and chaste. 
The honours, therefore, by divine decree 
The lot of virgin worth are given to thee ; 
Thy brows encircled with a radiant band. 
And the groen palm-branch waving In thy hand, 
Thou in immortal nuptials shalt rejoice, 
And join with seraphs thy according voice, 
Where rapture reigns, and the eestatick lyre 
Guides the blest orgies of the blazing choir.'' 
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AN ODE 



ADDRESSED TO 



MR. JOHN ROUSE, LIBRARIAN, 

OF THE URIVER8ITT OF OXFORD, 

On a lost Volume of my PocmSj which he desired me 

to replace J titat he might add them io my other 

Works deposited in the Library, 



This Odo is rendered without rhyme, that it mif|r)it 
more adttquately represent the original, which, as 
Milton himself informs us, is of no certain measure. 
It may possibly for this reason disappoint the reader, 
though it cost the writer more labour than the traosla* 
tion of any other piece in the whole collectiuni 



Mr two-Fold book ! single in show 
But double in conients. 

Neat, bat not curiously adoin*d, 
Which, in his early youth, 

A poet gave, no lofty ono in truth, 
Although an earnest wooer of the Muse- 

f3tj while in oool Auaoniaa abAdcti 
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Or British wilds he roam'd, 

Striking by turns his native lyre, 

By turQS the Daunian lute, 

And 8tepp*d almost in air. — 

AHTISTROPHE. 

Say, little book, what furtive hand 
Thee from thy fellow-books conveyed, 
What time, at the repeated suit 
Of my most learned friend, 
I sent thee forth an honoured traveller, 
From our great city to the source of Thames, 

Cierulean sire ! 
Where rise the fountains, and the rapture ring 
Of the Aofiian choir. 
Durable as yonder spheres. 
And through the endless lapse of years 
Secure to be admir'd ? 



STROPHE II. 

Now what God, or Demigod, 
For Brit^'s ancient Genius mov'd, 

(If our afflicted land 
Have expiated at length the guilty sloth 
Of her degen'rate sons) 
Shall terminate our impious feuds. 
And discipline, with hallow'd voice recall? 
Recall the Muses too, 
Driv'n from their ancient seats 
In Albion, and well nigh from Albion's shore, 
And with keen Phoebean shafts 
Piercing th' unseemly birds. 
Whose talons menace us. 
Shall drive the Harpy race from Helicon ttfiur. 
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ANTI8TR0PHE. 

Bat thoUy my book, though thou hast strayM 
Whether by treach'ry loet, 
Or indolent neglect, thy bearer's ^iilt, 

From all thy kindred bo<^, 
To some dark cell, or cave forlorn, 

Where thou endur'st, perhaps, 
The chafing of some hard untutored hand, 

Be comforted — 
For lo ! again the splendid hope appears 

That thou may'st yet escape 
The gulfs of Lethe, and on oary wings 
Mount to the everlasting courts of Jove \ 

STROPHE III. 

Since Rouse desires thee, and complains 
That, though by promise his, 
Thou yet appear'st not in thy place 
Among the literary noble stores 

Giv'n to his care. 
But, absent, leav'st his numbers incomplete, 
He, therefore, guardian vigilant 

Of that unperishing wealth. 
Calls thee to the interiour shrine, his charge^ 
Where he intends a richer treasure fax 
Than Ion kept (Ion, Erecthous' son 
Illustrious, of the fair Creusa bom) 
In the resplendent temple of his God, 
Tripods of gold and Delphick gifts divine. 

ANTISTROPHE. 

Haste, then, to the pleasant groves. 
The Muses' fav'rite haunt ; 
Resume thy station in Apollo's dome 
Vol. III. 18 



,y Google 



206 TRANSLATIONS FROM MILTON. 

Dearer to him 
Than Delos, or the forked Parnassian hill ! 

Exulting go, 
Since now a splendid lot is also thine, 
And thou art sought bj my propitious friend ; 

For there thou shalt be read 
With authors of exalted note, 
Tbo ancient glorious lights of Greece and Rome. 



Ye then, my works, no longer vain. 
And worthless deem'd by me ! 
Whate'er this sterile genius has produc*d, 
Expect, at last, the rage of envy spent. 
An unmolested happy home, 
Gift of kind Hermes, and my watchful friend^ 
Where never flippant tongue profane 
Shall entrance find. 
And whence the coarse unlettered multitude 
Shall babble far remote. 
Perhaps some future distant age, 
Lo»i ting'd with prejudice, and better taught, 
Shall furnish minds of pow'r 
To judge more equally. 
Then, malice silenced in the tomb. 
Cooler heads and sounder hearts, 
Thanks to Roubo. if ati^rht of praise 
I merit, shall with candout weigh the claim. 
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or 



THE ITALIAN POEMS. 



SONNET. 

Fair Ladjr, whoee harmonious name the Rhine, 
Through all his grassy vale, delights to hoar, 
Base were indeed the wretch, who could forbear 

To love a spirit elegant as thine, 

That manifests a sweetness all divine, 

Nor knows a thousand winning acts to spare, 
And graces, which Love's bow and arrows are, 

Tempering thy virtues to a seller shine. ' 

When gracefully thou speak'st or singest gay, 
Sucli strains, as might the senseless forest move, 

Ah then — turn eaqh his eyes, and ears, away. 
Who feels himself unworthy of thy love ! 

Grace can alone preserve him, ere the dart 

Of fond desire yet reach his inmost heart. 

SONETTO. 

DoNKA leggiadra, il cui bel nome honora 
J/herbosa val di Rheno, e il nobil varco. 
Bene e colui d'ogni valore scarce, 
Qual tuo spirto gentil non innamora; 

Che dolcemente mostra si di fuora 
De sui atti soavi gianunai parco, 
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£ i don/ che son d'amor saette ed arco. 
La onde Talta tua virtu sHnfiora. 

QuAndo tu vaga parli, o lieta canti, 
Che mover possa dnro alpestre legno, 
Guardl ciascun a gli occhi, ed a gli orecchi 

L^entrata, chi di tre si truoira, indegno ; 
Grazia sola di su gli vaglia, innanti 
Che'l disio amoroso al cuor s'invecohi. 



SONNET. 

As on a hill-top rude, when closing day 

Imbrowns the scene, some past'ral maiden fidr 
Waters a lovely foreign plant with care, 
Borne from its native genial airs away, 
That scarcely can its tender bud display : 
So, on my tongue these accents, new, and rare,, 
Are flow'rs exotick, which Love waters there, 
While thus, O sweetly scornful ! I essay ^ 

Thy praise, in verse to British ears unknown, 
And Thames exchange for Amo*s fair domain ; 
So love has will'd, and ofttimes Love has showni 
That what he wills, he never wills in vain. 
Oh that this hard and sterile breast might be, 
To Him, who plants from Heav'n, a soil as free ! 



SONBTTO. 

QuAL in coUe aspro, al imbmnir di sera. 
L*awezza giovinetta pastorella 
Va bagnando Thorbetta. strana e oelln, 
Che mal si E^ande a disusata spera, 
Fuor di sua natia alma primavera ; 
Cosi Amor mpco insu la lingua snella 
Desta il fior novo di strania favella, 
M(M)trp io di te vezzosamente altera, 
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Canto, dal mio buon popol non intcso. 

K*l bel Taniigi cangio col bel Amo, 

Amor lo voisc, ed io a 1* altrui poso, 
Seppi. cirAmor cosa mai volse indarno, 

Deh ! fos* il mio cuor lento, e'l duro seno, 

A clii pianta dal ciel, si buon terreno ! 



CANZONE. 

They mock my toil— the nymphs and amVous swainfl^ 

And whence tliis fond attempt to write, they cry, 

Love-songs in language that thou little know'st ? 

How dar'st thou risk to sing these foreign strains ' 

Say truly. Find'st not oft thy purpose cross'd, 

And tliat lliy iairest flowers, here fade and die > 

Then with pretence of admiration high — 

Thee other shores expect, and other tides, 

Rivers, on whose grassy sides 

Her deathless laurel leaf, with which to bind 

Thy flowing locks, already Fame provides ; 

Why then this burthen, better far declined ? 

Speak, Muse ! for me. — The fair one said, who guides 

My willing heart,. and all my fancy's flights, 

« This is the language, in which Love delights.** 



CANZONE. 

RiD05Si donne, e giovani amorosi 
M' accostandosi attorno, e perche scrivi, 
Perche tu scrivi in lingua ignota e strana 
Verseggiando d' amor, e come t' osi ? 
Dinne, se la tua speme sla mai vanaj 
£ de pensieri lo miglior t' arrivi ; 
Cosi mi van burlando, altri rivi 
Altri lidi t*aspettan, ed altre ondt 
Kelle cui verdi sponde 
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Spuntati ad hor, a la tua chioma 
L* immortal guiderdon d' eterne'&ondi : 
Perche aUe spaUe tue soverchia soma ? 

CanzooL, dirotti, e tu per me rispondi ' 
Dice mia Domna, e'l su0 dir e il mio cuore : 
" Questa e lingua, di cui si vanta Amore.*' 



SONNET 

TO CHARLES DIODATL 

Charle8 — and I say it wond'ring — ^thoa moBt know 
That I, who once assum'd a scornfol air, 
And scoffed at love, am fall'n in his snare, 
(Full many an upright man has &llen so) 
Tet think me not thus dazzled by the flow 
Of golden locks, or damask cheek : more rare 
The heart-felt beauties of my foreign fair ; 
A mien majestick, with dark brows that show 
The tranquil lustre of a lofty mind ; 
Words exquisite, of idioms more than one. 
And song, whose fascinating pow'r might bind, 
And from her sphere draw down the laboring Mtoon, 
With such fire darting eyes, that should I fill 
My ears with wax, she would enchant me still. 

SONETTO. 

DioDAri, e le'l diro con maraviglia. 
Quel ritroso io, ch'amor spreggiar aolea, 
E de suoi lacci spesso mi ridea, 
Gia caddi, ov'huom dahben talhor s'impiglia 

Ne treccie d' oro, ne guancia vermiglia 
M' abbaglian si, ma sotto uuova idea 
Pellegrina bellezza, cheT cuor bea, 
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Portamenti alti honeiti, • nelle oi^ia 

Qael Mr«no fulgor d'aoubU 11010, 

Parole adorne, di lingiui pin d*«iW| 
£1 cantar, che di meizo l*hemiaparo 

Traviar ben puo la ftiicoaa Luna, 

£ degli occhi mioi avrenta ri gran ftiooo, 
Che rinoerar gli oreoohi mi fia.poco. 

SONNET. 

Lady ! It eannot be, but that thine eyee 

Moat be my mm, such r«fianoe they diiplfty» 
And strike me e'en as PhcBbns Mm, wheae way 
Throvgh horrid Lybia'a sandy desert lies. 
Meantime, on that side steamy Taponrs rise 

WhMe most I softer. Of what kind are theyi 
New as to me they are, I cannot say, 
Bat deem them, in the lover's langnage-Hiighs. 
Some, though with pain, my bosom close ooneeab, 
Which, if in part escaping thence, they tend 
To soften thine, thy ooldness soon congeals, 
While others to my tearful eyes ascend. 
Whence my sad nights in show'rs are cTer drown'd, 
Till my Aurora comes, her brow with roses bound. 

SONETTO. 

Pan certo i bei yostr'occhi, Doima mia, 

Esser non puo, che non sian lo mio sole. 
Si mi percuoton forte, come ei suole 
Per I'arene di Libia, chi B'iDvia : 

Meutre un caldo vapor (ne senti pria) 

Da quel lato si spinge, ove mi duole, 
Che forse amanti nolle lor parole, 
Chiaman sospir ; io non so che n sia : 

Parte riachiusa, e turbida si cela 

Seosso ml il petto, e poi n'uscendo poor 
Quivi d' attorno o s'agghiaccia, o s'ingi > 
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Ma qnanto a gli occhi ginngo a trovar loco 
Tatle le noUi a mo suol far piovose 
Finohe mia Alba rivien, colma di rose. 

SONNET. 

Enimour*d, artless, yonng, on foreign ground, 
Uncertain whither from myself to fly, 
To thee, dear lady, with an humble sigh 
Let me devote my heart, which I have found 
By certain proofs, not few, intrepid, sound. 

Good, and addicted to conceptions high. 
When tempests shake the world, and' fire the sky, 
It rests in adamant self-wrapt around, 
As safe from envy, and from outrage rude, 
From hopes and fears, that vulgar minds abow. 
As fond of genius, and fix'd fortitude, 
Of the resounding lyre, and every Muse. 
Weak you will And it in one only part, 
Now pierc'd by Love's immedicable dart. 

SONETTO. 

QiOTAiTB piano, e seroplicetto amante, 

Poi che fuggir me stesso in dubbio sone. 

Madonna, a voi del mio cuor 1 humil dono 

Faro divoto ; io ecrto a prove tante 
L*hebbi fedele, intrepido, costante 

D« pensieri leggiadro, accorto, o buono ; 

Quando rugge il gran mondo, e scocca il tuoncH 

S'arma di se, e d' intcro diamante, 
Tanto del forse, e d' invidia sicuro, 

Di timori, e sporanze al popol use 

Quanto d'ingegno, e d'alto valor vago, 
£ di cetra sonora, e delle Muse : 

Sol trovercte in tul parte men duro^ 

Ove Amor mise riosanahil agou 
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EPITAPH 

on 

MRS. M mOGINS. OF WESTON. 

[1791.] 

LAUBXLt may floarisb round the oonqu'ipr'atoaib 
But happiest they, who win the world to come : 
BelieTen have a dlent field to fight, 
And their exploits are veil'd from human sight*. 
They in some nook, where little Imown they dwtp. 
Kneel, pray in fiuth, and rout the hosts of HibU ; 
Eternal triumphs crown their toils divine, 
And all those triumpbsi Mary, now are thiiMl* 



THE &ETIREIX CAT. 

[1791.] - 

A PoBT*s Cat, sedate and gn^rie 
As poet weU could wish to have, 
Was much addicted to inquire. 
For nooks to which she might SBtira* 
And where, secure as mouse in chioJi} 
She might repose, or nt and think. 
I know not where she caught the tnck— > 
Nature perhaps herself had cast her 
In such a mould philosophi^ds. 
Or else she leam'd it of her Master. 
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Sometimes aticondin^, debonair, 
An apple-tree, or lofty pear, 
Lodgr'd with convenience in the fork, 
She watch'd the gard'ncr at his work , 
Sometimes her ease and solace sought 
In an old empty wat'ring pot, 
There, wanting nothing, save a fan, 
To seem some nymph in her sedan 
Apparel'd in exactest sort. 
And ready to be borne to court. 

But love of change it seems' has place 
Not only in our wiser race \ 
Cats also feel, as well as we, 
That passion's force, and so did she. 
Her climbing, she began to find, 
Exposed her too much to the wind, 
And the old utensil of tin 
Was cold and comfortless within : 
She, therefore, wish'd instead of those 
Some place of more serene repose, 
Where neither cold might come, nor air 
Too rudely wanton •witii her hair, 
And sought it in the likeliest mode 
Within her master's snug abode. 

A draw'r, it chanced at bottom lin'd 
With linen of the softest kind. 
With such as merchants introduce 
From India, for the ladies' use, 
A draw'r impending o'er the rest, 
Half open in the topmost chest. 
Of depth enougli, and none to spare, 
Invited her to slumber there ; 
Puss with delight, beyond expression. 
Survey 'd the scene, and took possession : 
Recumbent at her ease, ere long. 
And luird by her own humdrum song. 
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She lefl the cares of life behind, 
And slept as she would sleep her last. 
When in caniei housewifely inclined, 
The chambermaid!, and shut it fast, 
By no malignity impell'd, 
But ail unconscious whom it held. 

Awaken'd by tlio shock, (cried puss) 
** Was ever cat attended thus ! 
The opon draw was left i see, 
Merely to prove a nest for me, 
For soon as 1 was well composed, 
Then came the maid, and it was clos'd. 
How smooth these 'kercliiefs and how sweet ' 
Oh what a dolicate retreat ! 
I will resign myself to rest 
Till Sol declining in the west, ' 
Shall call to supper, when no doubt, 
Susan will come and let mo out." 

The evening came, the sun descended. 
And Puss remained still unattended. 
The night roll'd tardily away, 
(With her indeed 'twas never day,) 
The sprightly morn her course renew*d, 
T<he evening gray again ensued. 
And Puss came into mind no more. 
Than if entombed the day before. 
With hunger piuch'd, and pmch'd for roomy 
She now presag'd approaching doom, 
Nor slept a single wink, or purr'd, 
Conscious of Jeopardy incurred ! 

That night, by chance, the poet watcliing, 
Heard an inexplicable scratching ; 
His noble heart went pit-a-pat, 
And to hiiuaulf he sftid ^* what'e that ?" 
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H« drew the curtain at his side, 
And forth he peep*d, but nothing spied. 
Tety by his ear directed, guess'd 
Something imprison'd in th6 chest, 
And, doubtful what, Vith' prudent oare 
Resolv'd it should continue there. 
At length a voice which well he knew, 
A long and melancholy mew, 
Saluting his poetick ears, 
Consol'd him, and dispell'd his fears; 
He left his bed, he trod the floor. 
He *gan in haste the draw*rs t' explore. 
The lowest first, and without stop 
The rest in order to the top. 
For 'tis a truth well known to most, 
That whatsoever thing is lost, 
We seek it, ere it come to light, 
In ev'ry cranny but the right. 
Forth skipped the cat, not now replete 
As erst with airy self-conceit. 
Nor in her own fond apprehension 
A theme for all the world's attention. 
But modest, sober, cur'd of all 
Her notions hyperbolical. 
And wishing for a place of rest. 
Any thing rather than a chest. 
Then stepped the poet into bed 
With this reflection in his head. 

MORAL. 

Beware of too sublime a senpe 
Of y6ur own worth and consequenee, 
The maii who dreams himself so great, 
And his importance of such weight. 
That all around in all that's done 
Must move and act for Him alone, 
We learn in school of tribulation 
' The folly of his expectation. 
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^ [1791.] 

Sdrvivor sole, and hardly such, of all, 
That once liv'd here, thy brethren, at my birth, 
(Since which I number threescore winters past,) 
A sliatter'd vct'ran, hollo w-trunk'd perhaps, 
As now, and with excoriate forks deform, 
Relicks of Ages ! C^uld a mind, imbued 
With truth from Heaven, created thing adore, 
I might with reverence ki^eel, and worship thee* 

It seems idoiatry with some excuse, 
When our forefather Druids in their oaks 
Imagined sanctity. The conscience, yet 
Unpurified by an authentick act 
Of amnesty, the meed of blood divine, 
Lov'd not the light, but, gloomy, into gloom 
Of thickest shades, like Adam after taste 
Of fruit proscribed, as to a refuge, fled. 

Thou wast a bauble once ; a cup and ball. 
Which babes might play with ; and the thievish jay.' 
Seeking her food, with case might Iiave purloin'd 
The Auburn nut that held tliee, swallowing down 
Thy yet close-folded latitude of boughs. 
And all thine embryo vastness at a gulp. 
But Fate thy growth decreed ; autumnal rains 
Beneath thy ^parent tree mellow 'd the soil 
Designed thy cradle ; and a skipping deer, 
With pointed hoof dibbling the glebe, prepar'd 
The soft receptacle, in which, secure, 
Thy rudimeoto ahoald sleep the winter through. 

Vou Uli 19 
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So Fancy dreams. Disprove it, if ye can, 
Ye reas'ners broad awake, whose busy search 
Of argument, employ'd too oft amiss, 
Sifls half the pleasures of short life away I 

Thoa feirst n^ature : &u*\ in the loamy clod 
Swelling with vegetative force instinct 
Didst burst thine egg, as theirs the fabled TwlnSi 
Now stars ; two lobes, protruding, pair'd exact ; 
A leaf sueceeded, and anotiicr leaf. 
And, all the elements thy puny growth 
Fost'ring propitious, thou becam*st a twig. 

Who llv'd when tho^ wast such ? Oh, cooldst thou 
speak, 
As in Dodona once thy kindred trees 
Oracular, I would not curious, ask 
The future, best unknoiftn, but at thy mouth 
Inquisitive, the less ambiguous past. 

By thee I might correct, erroneous oft, 
The clock of history, facts and events 
Timing more punctual, unrecorded facts 

Kecov'ring, and misstated setting right 

Desperate attempt till trees shall speak again ! 

Time made thee what thou wast, king of the woods * 
And Time hath made thee what thou art — a cave 
For owls to roost in. Once thy spreading boughs 
0*erhuug the champaign ; and the numerous flocks 
That graz'd it, stood beneath that ample cope 
tJncrowded, yet safe-sheltor'd from the storm. 
No flock frequents thee now. Thou hast outUy*d 
Thy popularity, and art become 
(Unless verse rescue thee awhile) a thing 
f>sgattan> as the foliace of thy youthi 
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While thus through all the staget thou hatt psahM 
Of treenhip — first a seedling, hid in grass ; 
Then twig ; then sapling ; and, as cent'ry roU'd 
Slow after centary, a giant-balk 
Of girth enormous, with moss cushion'd root 
Upheav'd above the soil, and sides emlMss'd 
With prominent wens globose — till at tlio last 
The rottenness, which time is charged to iafliet 
On other mighty ones, found also thee. 

What exhibitions various hath the world 
Witnessed of mutability i:i all 
That we accoimt most durable below ! 
Change is the diet on which all subsist. 
Created changeable, and change at last 
Destroys them. Skies uncertain now the heat 
Transmitting cloudless, and the solar beam 
Now quenching in a boundless sea of clouds— 
Calm and alternate storm, moisture and droughti 
Invigorate by turns the springs of life 
In all that live, plant, animal, and man, 
And in conclusion mar them. Nature's threads. 
Fine passing thought, e'en in her coarsest wor](i| 
Delight in agitation, yet sustain 
The force, that agitates, not unimpair'd ; 
But, worn by frequent impulse, to the cause 
Of their best tone their dissolution owe. 

Thought cannot spend itself, comparing still 
The great and little of thy lot, thy growth 
From almost nullity into a state 
Of matchless grandeur, and declension thence, 
Slow, into such magnificent decay, 
Time was, when, settling on thy leaf, a fly 
Could shdie thee to the root — and time has been 
When tempests could not. At thy firmest age 
Thou hadst within thy bole solid conlonts. 
That might have ribbed the sides and plank'd the deck 
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Of lome flagg'd admiral ; and tortuous anB% 
The shipwright's darling treasure^ didst present 
To the four-quarter'd winds, robust and bold, 
Warp*d into tough knee-timber,* many a load I 
But the axe spar'd thee. In those thriftier daj« 
Oaks fell not, hewn bjr thousands, to snpjfljr 
The bottomless demands of contest, wag'd 
For senatorial honours. Thus to Time 
The task was left to whittle thee away 
With his sly scythe, whose ever nibbling edge. 
Noiseless, an atom, and an atom more, 
Disjoining from the rest, has, unobserved. 
Achieved a labour, which had far and wide> 
By man performed, made all the forest ring* 

Embowell'd how, and of thy anciiBnt self 
Possessing nbnght but the sooop'd rind, that saeimi 
An huge throat, calling to the clouds for drink. 
Which it would give in rivulets to thy root. 
Thou temptest none, but rather mnch fotbidd'ii 
The feller's toil, which thou cduldet ill requite. 
Tet is thy root sincere, sound as the rock, 
A quarry df stout spurs, and knotted fahgt, 
Which, crook'd into a thousand whimsies, cla8|l 
The stubborn soil, and hold thee sliU erect. 

bo stands a kingdom, whoso foundation yet 
Fails not, in virtue and in wisdom laid, 
Though all the superstructure, by the tooth 
Pulveriz'd of venality, a shell 
Stands now, and suuibl&nco urily of kself ! 

Thine arms have loll thoo. Winds have rent Ihelii 
off 
Lon^ since, and roveib 6T the forest wild 

• Knee-Timber is found in ihe crooked arms of oak, which, 
by reason of their distortion, are easily adjusted to the ati^ 
fenned where llie deck and tlie ship's sides meet 
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lYith bow and shafl, have burnt them. Some have 

led 
A splinter'd stump, bleach'd to a snowy white ; 
And some, memorial none where once they grew. 
Yet life still lingers in thee, and puts forth 
Proof not contemptible of what she can, 
Even whnre death predominates. The spring 
Finds thee not less alive to her sweet force 
Than yonder upstarts of the neighboring wood. 
So much thy juniors, who their birth recelv*d 
Half a millennium since the date of thine. 
But since, although well qualified by age 
To^ teach, no spirit dwells in thee, nor voice 
May be expected from thee, seated here 
On thy distorted root, with bearers none 
Or prompter, save the scene, I will perform 
Myself the oracle, and will discourse 
In my own ear such matter as I may. 

One man alone, the father of us all. 
Drew not his life from woman ; never gai*d| 
With mute unconsciousness ef what he nw, 
On all around him ; leam*d not by degrees. 
Nor ow'd articulation to his ear : 
But, moulded by his Mak'.r into man 
At once, upstood intelligent, survey'd 
All creatures, with precision understood 
Their purport, uses, properties, assigned 
To each his name significant, and, fill'd 
With love and wisdom, rendered back to Hmt*b 
In praise harmonions the first air he drew. 
Ho was excused the penalties of dull 
Minority. No tutor charged his hand 
With the thought-tracing quill, or tasked his mind 
With problems. History, not wanted yet, 
Lean'd on her elbow, watching Time, whose conne, 
Eventful, should supply her with a theme ^— 

Digitized by CjOOQIC 



(232) 



THE KIGHTINGALifi, 

WHICH THE AUTHOR HEARD SING Off NEW-YEAB'S DAT. 
[1792.] 

Whsvcb is it, that amazed I hear 

From yonder wither'd spray. 
This foremost mom of all the yeaii 

The melody of May ? 

And why^ since thousands would b« pnmd 

Of such a favour shown, 
Am I selected from the crowd. 

To witness it alone ? 

Sing'st thott, sweet Philomel, to mtf, 

For that I also long 
Have practis'd in the groves like thee, 

Though not ]jke thee in song f 

Or sing'st thou rather under force 

Of son^e divine command, 
Commission'd to presage a course 

Of happier days at hand ? 

Thrice welcome, then ! for many a long 

And joyless year have I, 
Ail thou to-day, put forth my song 

Beneath a wintry sky. 

Bat thee no wintry skies can harm, 

Who only need'st to sing. 
To make ev'n January charm. 

And ev'ry season Spring. 
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LINES, 

Written for insertiony in a collection of hand'toriiingt 

and signatures made by Mi^s Patty, sister of 

Hannah More, 

[March 6, 1T92.] 

Iir Tain to live from age to age 

While modern bards endearoof, 

I write mj name in Patty's page, 
And gain my point for ever. 

W. COWPER 



EPITAPH 



Off 

Afrf hU tame JUdbrea&t, afavaimis t(f 
Miss Sally Hurdis, 

[March, 1792.] 

Tacts are not dew-drops, these are teaiii 

And tears faj Sally shed 
For absent Robin, who she fears, 

With too mueh cause, is dead. 

dn0 mom he came not to her hand 

As he was wont to come. 
And on her finger perch'd, to stand 

Picking his breakfast cramb. 
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Alarm'd, she caird him, and porplez*d 

She sought him but in vain; 
That day he came not, nor the next, 
Nor ever came again. 

She, therefore; raised him here a tomb| 
Though wliere he fell, or how,, 

None knows, so secret was his doom, 
Nor where he moulders now. 

Had half a score of coxcombs died 

In social Robin's stead, 
Poor Sally's tears had soon been dried. 

Or haply never shed. 

But Bob was neither rudely bold, 

Nor spiritlessly tame ; 
Nor was, like theirs, his bosom cold, 

But always in a flame. 



SONNET 

TO 

WILLIAM WILBERFORCE, ESa 

{AprU 16, 1792.] 

Tht conntry, Wilberforce, with just disdain, 
Hears thee by cruel men and impious call*d 
Fanatick, for thy zeal to loose the enthraU'd 

From exile, publick sale, and slavery's chain. 
Friend of the poor, the wronged, tho fetter gtHtTdt 

F«ar not lest labour such as thine be vain. 
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ThoQ hast achiey'd a part ; * hast gain*d the ear 

Of Britain's senate to thy glorious cause ; 

Hope smiles, joy sprinjfs, und tho' cold caution pause 
A nd weave delay, the better hour is near 
That shall remuuetate Xhy toils lievere 

By peace for Afric, fenc'd with British laws. 

Enjoy what thou hast won, esteem and love 
From all the just on earth, and all tho blest abcivv. 



EPIGRAM. 



{^PnnJtti in the J^orthan^ton Mtrturf^^ 

To purify their wine some people bleed 
A lamb into the barrel, and succeed ; 
No nostrum, planters say, is half so good 
To make fine sugar, as a negroes blood. 
Now lawJhs and negroes both are harmless things. 
Ah J thence perhaps this wondrous virtue 8pflhgS| 
'TIS in tho blood of innocence ilone — 
Good cause why planters uover try their own 
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TO 

DR. AUSTIN, 

OF CSCIL-STBXETy LOVDOV. 

[ATay 26, 1792.] 

Austin ! accept a gratefal verse from me. 
The poet's treasure, no inglorious fee ! 
Lov'd by the Muses, thy ingenuous mind 
Pleasing requital in my verse may find ; 
Verse oft has dash'd the scythe of time aside. 
Immortalizing names which else had died ; 
And O ! could I comm&nd the glittering wealth 
"With which sick kings are glad to purchase health ; 
Yet, if extensive fame, and sure to live, 
Were in the power of verse like mine to give, 
I would not recompense his art with less, 
Who, giving Mary health, heals my distren. 

Friend of my friend !* I love thee, tho* unknown^ 
And boldly call thee, being his, my own. 

• Hayley. 
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SONNET, 

ADDRESSED TO 

WILLIAM IIAYLEY, ESa 

[Juju 2f 1792.] 

Hatlet— 4hy tendernora fraternal shown, 
In our first interview, delightful guest ! 
To Mary and mo for her dear sake distressed, 

Such as it is has made my heart thy own. 

Though heedless now of new engagements grown , 
For threescore winters make a wintry breast, 
And 1 had purposed ne^er to go in quest 

Of Friendship more, except with God alone. 
Bui thou hast won me ; nor is God my foe. 

Who, ere this last afflictive scene began, 
Sent thee to mitigate the dreadful blow, 
My brother, by whose sympathy I know 

Thy true deserts infallibly to scan, 

Not more t' admue the bard ttian love the man. 
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CATHAWNA: 

THE SECOND PART. 

On ker Marriage to George Courtenay, Esq, 

BxLiBTB it or not, as you choose, 

The doctrine is certainly true, 
That the future is known to the musey 

And poets are oracles too. 
I did but express ^ desire, 

To see Catharina at home, 
At the side of my friend George's fire, 

And lo — slie is actually come. 

Such prophecy some may despiie, 

But the wish of a poet and friend 
Perhaps is approved in the skies, 

And therefore attains to its end. 
Twas a wish that flew ardently forth 

From a bosom effectually warm'd 
With the talents, the graces, and worth 

Of the pertoQ for whom it wtui form'4« 

Maria* wonld leave us, I know, 

To the grief and regret of us all. 
But less to our grief could we view 

Catharina the Queen of the Hall. 
And therefore I wish'd as I did. 

And therefore this union of hands 
Not a whisper was heard to forbid. 

But all cry — Amen — ^to the banna 

* LadyTbitekanlDA 
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Since therefore I seem to incar 

No danger of wishing in vain, 
When making good wisbes for Her» 
X I will e'en to my wishes again — 
With one I have made her a Wife, 

And now I will try with another, 
Which I cannot suppress for my lite— 
How soon 1 can make her a Mother. 



AN EPITAPH. 

[1792.] 

Here lies one who never drew 
Blood himself, yet many slew ; 
Gave the gun its aim, and Bgure 
Made in field, yet ne*er pull'd trigger. 
Armed men have gladly made 
Him their guide, and him obey*d 
At his signified desire. 
Would advance, present, and Fire-^ 
Stout he was, and large of limb, 
Scores have fled at sight of him ; 
And to all this fame he roee 
Only following his Nose. 
Neptune was he call'd, not He 
Who controls the boisterous sea, 
But of happier command, 
Neptune of the furrow'd land ; 
And your wonder vain to shorten, 
Poioter to Sir Mtn TkraekmoHmk 

Vol. m. to 
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EPITAPH ON FOP, 

▲ DOO BZL0N6IKG TO I.ADT THROCKMORTOIT. 
l.iugusty 11792.] 

Though once a puppy, and though Fop by name, 
Here moulders One whose bones some iionotir claim. 
No sycophant, although «>f spaniel race, 
And though no hound, a martyr to the chase— 
Ye squirrels, rabbits, leverets, rejoice. 
Tour haunts no longer echo to his voice ; 
This record of his fate exulting view, 
He died worn out witii vain ])ursuit of you. 

** Yes — " the indignant shade of Fop rep1ie»^> 
" And worn with vain pursuit, Man also dies." 



SONNET 



GEORGE ROMNEY, ESa 



nis picture of me in Crayona, drawn at Eartham ta 

tJu 6ist year of my agtj and in the montht of 

August and Septemberf 1792. 

[October, 1792.] 

RoMHET, expert infallibly to trace 

On chart or canvass, not the form alone 
And semblance, but, however faintly sbonvn* 

Thto iBuid*i inprtemi too m overy i 
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■With stmkes that time ought never to erase 

Thou hast so pencill'd mine, that though I own 
The subject worthless, I have never known 

The artist shining with superiour grace. 

Bat this I -mark— that symptoms none of wo 

In thy incomparable work appear. 
Well — I am satisfied it should be so, 

Since, on maturer thought, the cause is detar ; 

For in.my looks what sorrow couldst thou see 
When I was Uaylcy's guest, and sat to Thee ? 



RECEIVING HAYLEY'S PICTURE. 



[JaRuary, 1793.] 

Ih language warm as could be broath*d of penn'd^ 
Thy picture speaks th' Original, my Friend, 
iVot by those looks that indicate thy mind-— 
They only speak thee Friend of all mankind ; 
expression here more soothing sliil I see, 
That Friend of oZZ a partial Friend to ms. 
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EPITAPH 

OH 

BOL CHESTER, OF OHieHELEY. 

\A^ 1793.] 

TsABS flow, and cease not, where the good man lieiy 
Till all who knew him follow to the skies. 
Tears therefore fell where Chester^ ashes delep; 
Him wife, friends, brothers, children, servants, weep, 
And justly— few^ shall ever him transcend 
A.8 husband, parent, brother, mastei:, friend. 



ow 
A PLANT QF YWqiN'S BOWER, 

»EHfti«n ro cqT:F» A oawd«n-«x4t. 
Ii5ipm^o/X799.] 

Thritv, gently pla&t^i !VoA W9%ve a bov^ 

FoK Mary i^n4 foe m<)f 
And deck with many a splendid flow'r 

Thy foliage large and free. 

Thou cam*st from Eartham, and wilt shade 

(If truly I divine) 
Some future day th' illustrious head 

Of Him who made thee mine. 

Digitized by CjOOQIC 



TO ANNE BODHAM. 833 

Should Daphne show a jealous frown. 

And envy seize the Bay, 
Affirming none .so fit to crown 

Such honoured brows as they, 

Thy cause with zeal we shall defcnd| 

And with convincing pow'r ; 
For why should not the Virgin's Friend 

Be crown'd with Virgin's bow'r ? 



TO mr COUSIN, 
ANNE BODHAM, 

OH 

SMUving from her a J^etwork Purs€, made by Atnf{f. 

[May 4, 179:5.] 

Mt gentle Anne, whom heretofore, 
When I was young, and thou no more 

Than plaything for a nurse, 
I danc'd and fondled on my knee, 
A kitten both in size and glee, 

I thank thee for my purse. 

Gold pays the worth of all things here : 
But not of love ;-^hat gem's too dear f 

For richest rogues to win it ; 
1, therefore, as a proof of love, 
Esteem thy present far above 

The best things kept within it 
20* 
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INSCRIPTION 

For an Hermitage in the Author'» Garden. > 

[May, 1793.] 

This cabin, Mary, in my sight appears, 
Bailt, as it has been, in our waning years; . 
A rest afforded to our weary feet. 
Preliminary to--tlu last retreat. 



TO MRS. UNWIN. 
[May, 1793.] 

Habt ! I want « lyre with other «triqg«» 

Such aid from heav'n as some have feign*d they 
drew, 

An eloquence scarce giv'n to mortals, new 
And undebas'd by praise of meaner things, 
That ere through age or wo I shed my wing«, 

I may record thy worth with honour ^ue, 

In verse as musical as thou art true, 
And that immortalizes whom it sings. 

But thou hast little need. There is a book 
By seraphs writ with beams of heav'nly light, 

On which the eyes of Qod not rarely look, 
A chronicle of actions just and bright ; 

There all thy deeds, my faithful Mary, shine, 

Ajid, since thou own'f ^ thai praise, I sp^ thee mint. 
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JOHN JOHNSON, 

' His ff9t«mtimg me lottA «» tmU^ue iuft tf Hornet 
IMay, 1793.] 

KlHf M AH beloT'd an4 a9 a 9oa, by p» i 
When I behold this fruit of thy regard. 
The eculptOT'd fprm of my old fairVUe ))ajr4f 

I rey'rence feel for him, and loye for thj^]?. 

Joy too and grief. Much joy that tl^ere pi^oqld hf^ 
Wise men and learn'd, who grudge not to re^^ 
Witn fome applaoae my bpld attempt and \uvf^t 

Which others scom : Critick? by courtesy. 

The grief i0 this, that sunk in Homer> mine 
I loose my precious years now soon to fail, 

Handling his gold, which, howsoe'er it shine, 
Proves dross, when balanc'd in the Christian i 

Be wiser thou — ^like our forefather Donnk, 

Seek heay'nly wealth, and work for God alone. 
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A YOUNG FRIEND, 



ni» arriving at Cambridge wet, when.nc ram had 
fallen there. 

[Jlfoi/, 1793.] 

If Gideon's fleece, which drenched with dew ha 
found, 
While moisture none refreshed the hqrbs around, 
Might fitly represent the Church endow'd 
With heav'nly gifLs, to heathens not allow'd ; 
In pledge, perhaps, of favours from on high. 
Thy locks were wet when other's locks were dry. 
Heav*n grant us half the omen — may we see 
Not drought on others, but much dew on thee ! 



A TALE. 



[June, 1793.] ^ 

In Scotland's realm where treei are few, 

Nor even shrubs aboun4 ; 
Bat where, however bleak the view. 

Some better things are found. 
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For hiisbaiul there and wife may bofui^ 

Their union undefil'd. 
And false one« are as rare almost 

As hsdge-rows in the wild. 

In Scotland's realm, forlorn and baif i 

The hist'ry jchanc'd of late-rr 
This hist'ry of .a wedded pfif t 

A chaffinch and his mate. 

The spring dr»F WW, eapji f^'4 ft )m^. 

With genial instinct fiU'd ; 
They pair'd and would hayo bYiU^ ft gffif, 

But found not where to build* 

The heath uncover'd, ^d tliiS mooxpi 

Except with pnpw and sleeky 
8ea-beaten rocks, and^nal^d ^of ^ 

Could yield th9m nq TfipiW^ 

Long time a breodiffg-plfU}^ ^bey so|aghgt| 

Till both grow Tsx'd and tir'd ; 
At length a ^ip ^riving, l^rqi^ght 

The good so loQg d^sir'd. 

A ship ! co.i|}d puch ^ restless ilu^ 

Afford thorn pl^ce of rps^ ? 
Or was the m^^jchan|; oha^g'd to bciag 

Thd homi^i^Mfs birds a ^ ef t i 

Hush— silent ^oMrorP {«o9t s^oiftTT?* 

This raqer of ihe ffe^ 
Prov'd kipdei: to them |thim thf^ i9P«f|t} 

It serv'd ih^m witif ^, TrP9* 

But such fk t^^>e\ -twaf sl^^ixr^n de#)|> 

The tree they call a JVfapt, 
And had a hoUpw with a whee) 

Through lyhich the tacl^e pa9P*4 
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Within that cavity aloft, 

Their rooflesahome they fix*dy 
Form'd with materials neat and soft. 

Bents, wool, and feathers mix*d. 

Fear iv'ry eggs soon pave its floor ; 

With russet specks bedight — 
The vessel weighs, forsakes the shore, 

And lessens to the sight. 

The mother-bird is gone to sea 
As she had chang'd her kind ; 

But goes the male ? Far wiser, he 
Is doubtless loft behind ? 

No^— soon as from ashore he saw 
The winged mansion move, 

He flew to reach it, by a law 
Of never-failing love. 

Then perching at his consort's .side, 
Was briskly borne along, 

The billows and the blast defied, 
And cheer'd her with a song. 

The seaman with sincere delight. 
His feather'd sliipmates eyes, 

Scarce lest exulting in the sight ' 
Than when he tows a prize. 

For seamen much believe in signs, 
And from a chance so new. 

Each some approaching good divinePi 
And may his hopes be true ! 

Hail honoured land ! a desert where 
Not even birds can hide, 

Yet parent of this loving pair 
Whom nothing could divide. 
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And ye who, rather than resign v 

Tour matrimonial plan, 
Were not afraid to plough the brine 

In company with Man. 

For whose lean country much disdain 

Wc English often show, 
.Yet from a richer nothing gain 

But wantonness and wo. 

Be it your fortune, year by year. 

The same resource to prove. 
And may ye, sometimes landing here, 

Instruct us how to love ! 



2rU< Tale is fnunded on an article of intelligence which the 
AuUior found in Uu. Buckinghamshire Herald, for Saturday, 
June 1, 1793, in tlie foUowing words* 

Glasgow, May 583. 
In a block, or pulley, near the head' of ihe mast of 
a gabert, new lying at the Broomielaw, there is a 
chaffinch's nest and four eggs. The nest was built 
while the vessel lay at Greenock, and was followed 
hither by both birds. Though the block is occasional- 
ly lowered for the mspection of the curious, the birds 
have not forsaken the nest. The cock, however, visits 
the nest but seldom, while the hen never loaves it but 
when the descends to the hull for food. 
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to 
WILLIAM HAYLEY, ESOL 
[Jime 29, 1793.] 

Df AR architect of fine chateaux in air, 
Worthier to stand for ever, if they could, 
Than any built of stone, or yet of wooJ, ' 

For back of royal elephant to boar ! 

O for porinission from the skies to share, 
Much to my own, though little to thy good, 
With thee (not subject to the jealous mood !) 

A partnership of literary ware \ 

Bat I am bankrupt now ; and doomed hencefortii 
To drudge, in descant dry, on other's lays ) 

Bards, I acknowledge, of unequalled worth ! 
But what is commentator's happiest praise ' 

That ho has furnished lights for other eyes. 
Which they, who need them, use, and tUon despise. 
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A SPANIEL, CALLED BEAU, 

KlIJUirQ A TOUVO BIRI). 

[July 15, 1793.] 

A SpAiriELy Beau, that fiwM like you, 

Well fed, and at his eaie, 
Should wiser be than to purtiM 

Each trifle that he sees. 

But you have kiird a tiny burd, 

Which flew not till to-day, 
Against my orders, whom you heard 

Forbidding you the prey. 

Nor did you kill that you might eat. 

And ease a doggish pain, 
For him, though cbas'd with furious beat, 

Tou left where he was slaicu 

Nor was he of the thievish sort. 
Or one whom blood allures^ 

But innocent was all his sport 
Whom you have torn for ywm 

My dog I what remedy remaiii^,, 

Since, teach you all 1 eaa, 
I see you, afler all my pains. 

So much rnwOTiMe Mui? 
V0L.IIL 21 
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BEAU'S REPLY. 

Sin, when I flew to seize the bird 

In spite of your command, 
A louder voice than yours 1 heard, 

And harder to withstand. 

You cried — forbear— but in my breast 
A mightier cried — proceed — 

'Twas Nature, Sir, whose strong behest 
Impelled me to the deed. ' 

Yet much as nature I respect, 

I ventur'd once to break, 
(As you, perhaps, may recollect) 

Her precept for your sake ; 

And when your linnet on a day. 

Passing his prison door, 
Had fluttered all his strcnorth away, 

And panting prcss'd the floor, 

Well knowing him a sacred thing, 

Not destined to my toritli, 
I only klse*d his rufllod wing. 

And lick'd the feathers smooth. 

Let my obedience ihen excuse 

My disobedience notr. 
Nor some reproof yourself refuse 

From your aggriev*d Bow-wow; 

If killing birds be such a crime, 

(Which I can hardly see,) 
What think you. Sir, of killing Timo' 

With verito oddress'd to me ? 
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ANSWER 

TO 

Statnxas addressed to Lady Heskethy hy Miss CotAa- 

fine FanshaiOf in returning a Poem of Mr, 

Cowper's lent to her on condition she shndd 

neither show it, nor take a copy, 

[1793.] 

To bo remembered thus is famei 

And in the first degree ; 
And did the few like her the samOi 

The press might sleep for me. 

80 Homor, in the mem'ry stored 

Of many a Grecian bellOi 
Was once preserv'd — a richer hoard. 

But never lodged so well. 



THE SPANISH ADMIRAL, 
COUNT GRAVINA, 



JBtf translating the Author^s Song on a Rose info 
Italian Verse, 

[1793.] 

Mr rose, Grayina, blooms anew, 
And, steeped not now in rain. 

But in Castalian streams by You, 
Will never fade again. 
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OH 

FLAXMAN'S PENELOPE. 

ISeptember, 1783.] 

The ffoitors nnn'd, bat with a fidr excme, 
Whom all this elegance might well seducft ', 
Nor can our censure on the husband fall^ 
Who, for a wife fo lovel/, slew them alL 



•ir 
RECEIVING HEYNE'S VIRGIL 

FROM MR. HATLIT. 

lOctoher, 1798.] 

I SHOULD have deem'd it Oliice an efibrt vain, 
To sweeten mure sweet Maro's matchless strain^ 
But from that errour now behold me fVee, 
Since I received him as a gifl from Thee. 
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TO MARY. 



lAjaumn of 1793.] 

Trk twentieth year is well ni{;h pa«t 
Since first our sky was Qvercasti 
Ah would that this might be the last ! 

My Miry ' 

Thy spirits have a fainter flow, 
I see them daily weaker grow— — 
'Twas my distress that brought thee low, 

MyMaiy* 

Thy needles, once a shining store, 
For my sake restless heretofore, 
Now rust disus'd, and shine no more, 

MyMaiyV 

For though thou gladly wouldst fulfil 
The same kind office for mo still, 
Thy sight now seconds not thy wiU, 

My Mary! 

But well thou play'dst the housewife's part, 
And all thy threads, with magick art, 
Have wound themselves about this h^art, 

MyMaiyi 

Thy indistinct expressions soem 

Like language utter'd in a dream ; 

T«t me they charm, whatever the theme, 

My Mary* 
21* 
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Thy nlyer loclur once aubarn bright| 
Are itill more lovely in my sight 
Than golden beams of orient light, 

My Mary! 

For could I view nor them nor thee, 
What sight worth seeing could I see ? 
The son would rise in vain for me, 

My Mary • 

Partakers of thy sad decline, 
Thy hands their Iktle force resign $ 
Yet gendf {drest, press gently mine, 

My Mary! 

Bach feebleness of Umbs (hou prov^t, . 
That now at •vHry itep thou mov'si. 
Upheld by tiro, yet still thou lov'st, 

MyMaryl 

And still to love, though prest wkh itt> 
In wintry ago to feel no chiU, 
With nw is to be lovely still, 

MyMaryt 

But ah ! by constant heed I know, • 
How oft the sadness tfau I show, 
TransforflMtfay smiles to looks of wo, 

MyMaiy! 

And should my filtnre lot be east 
With much rMeaMance of the past, - 
Thy wom-OQl heart will break at last, 

MyMaiyl 



,y Google 



(fi47) 



MONTES GLACIALES, 

IN OCEANO GERMANICO NATANTEB. 

[Mareh 11, 1790.] 

Eir, que prodtgia «x oris allata remotiSi 
Oraa adveniunt pavefacta per teqaora nostfaa 
Non eqmdom prises seclum reditsse vidctur 
PjrrrhoB, cum Proteus pocus altos visere tnontM 
£t sylvas, egit. Sed tempora viz leviora 
Adsunti eyulsi quando radicitus alti 
In mare descendunt montes, fluctusque pererrsM 
Quid tero hoc monstri est magis et mirabile vistt t 
Splendentes video, ceu pulchro ex sre rel auro 
Conflates, rutilisque accinetos undique gemmis, 
Bacca ciemlea, et flammas imitante pyropo, 
£x oriente adstmt, ubi gazas optima tellns 
Parturit omnigenas, quilras eVa per omnia sumptu 
Ingenti finxere sibi diademata reges ? 
Vix hoc crediderim. Non fallunt talia aeutos 
Mercatorum oculos : prius et quam llttora Qtagk 
Liquissent, avidis gratissima prseda fuissont. 
Ortos unde putemus ? An illos Vesuvius atrox 
Protulit, ignivomisve ejecit faucibus JEtna ? 
Luce micant propria, Plioebifve, per sera parum 
Nunc stimulantis equos, argentea tela retorquent ? 
Phcebi luce micant. Ventis et flactibus altis 
Appitln, et rapidis subter currontibus undis, 
Tandem non fallunt oculos. Capita alta videre est 
Mnlta onerata nive, et cants consporsa pruinis 
Cetera sunt glacies. Procul hinc, ubi Bruma ftre 
omnes 
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Contristat menses, portcnta hasc horrida nobis 
Ilia strui voluit. Quoties de culmine summo 
Clivorum fluerent in littora prona, solute 
Sole, nives, propero tcndontcs in mare cursu. 
Ilia gelu fizit. Paulatim attoliere seso 
Mirom cospit opus ; glacieque ab origine renxm 
In glaciem aggesta sublimes vertice tandem 
Aquavit monies, non crescero nescia mdles. 
Sic immensa diu stetit, sternumquo stetisset 
Congeries, hominum neque vi neque mobilis artey 
Littora ni tandem declivia deseruisset, 
Pondere victa suo. Dilabitur. Omnia circum 
Antra et saxa gomunt, subito concussa fragoro> 
Dum mil in polagus tanquam stiidiosa natandi, 
Ingens tota strues. Sic Delos dicitur olim, 
Insula, in Mgmo fluitasse erratica ponto. 
Sed non ex glacie Debs ; neque torpida Delum 
Brama inter rupee geni4it nudam sterilemque. 
Sod vostita herbis erat ilia, ornataque nunquam 
Docidua lauro ; et Delum dilexit Apollo. 
At vosy errones horrondi, et caliginc digni 
Cimmeria, Deus idem odiL Natalia vestra, 
Nubibus involvens frontem, non ille tueri 
SuBtinait. Patrium voa eriro rcquirite ccBlom ! 
Ite ! Redite ! Timete moias ; ui lenitor. anetro 
Spirante, et nitulas Phosbo jaculante sagittaa 
Hosiili Yobia, poreatis gurgite misti I 
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ON THE ICE ISLANDS, 

■EEN PLOATlNti IN TttS GfeRMAK OCXAH. 

[March 19, 1799.] . 

What portentSi from what distant region, ride, 

Unseen till now in onn, th* adtonishM tide 

In ages past, old Proteus, ivith his drores 

Of soa<^YeSy sought the mountains and the fpntr^ 

But now, descending whence of late they stood. 

Themselves the mountains seem to rore th6 flo6d, 

Dire tiraos were they, full charg'd with human W60i; 

And these, scarce less ealamitous than those, 

What view we now ? More wondrous still! Behold! 

Like bumishM brass they thine, or beaten g<dd-; 

And all around the pearl's pure splendour riioW, 

And all around the ruby's ^ery glow. 

Come they from India, where the burning Eartlk, 

All bounteoui, gives her richest treasures birth ; 

And where the costly gems, that beam around 

The browp of mightiest potentates, are found ? 

No. Never such a countless dazzling store 

Had left, unseen, the Ganges' peopled shore. 

Rapacious hands, and ever-watchful eyes. 

Should sooner far have marked and seized the prii0. 

Whence sprang they then ? Ejected have they ttttab 

From Ves'vius', or from iEtna's burning womb ? 

Thus shine they self-illum'd, or but display 

The borrow'd splendours of a cloudless day f 

With borrow'd beams they shine. The gales, thftl 

breathe 
Now landward, and the current's force beneath, 
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Have borne them nearer ; and the nearer sight, 

Advantag'd hiore, contemplates them aright. 

Their loHy summits crested high, they show. 

With mingled sleet, and long -encumbent snow. 

The rest is ice. Far hence, where, most severa, 

Bleak winter well-nigh saddens all the year, 

Their infant growth began. He bade arise 

Their uncouth forms, portentous in our eyes. 

Oft as dissolved by transient suns, the snow 

Left the tall cliff to join the flood below ; 

He caught, and curdled with a freezing blast 

The current, ere it reach'd the boundless waste. 

By slow degrees uprose the wondrous pile, 

And long successive ages roird the while -, 

Till, ceaseless in its growth, it claimed to stand, 

Tall as its rival mountains on the land. 

Thus stood, and, unremovable by skiU, 

Or force of man, had stood tlie structure still ; 

But that, tho* firmly fix*d, supplanted yet 

By pressure of its own enormous weight, 

It lufl the shelving beach — and, with a sound 

That shook the bellowing waves and rocks aroondy 

Self-launch'd, and swiflly, to the briny wave, 

As if instinct with strong desire to lave, 

Down went the pond'rous mass. So bards of old, 

HasfT Dolos swam th' ^geau deep, have told. 

But not of ice was Dclos. Dolos bore 

Herb, fruit, and How'r. She, crown 'd with hturel, won^ 

Ev'n under wintry skies, a summer smilo ; 

And Dclos was A.pollo's fav'rite isle. 

Bat, horrid w&nd'rers of the deep, to yoa 

He deems Cimmerian darkness only due. 

Tour hated birth he dcign'd not to survey. 

But, scornful, turn'd his glorious eyes away. 

Hence ! Seek your home, nor longer rashly dare 

The darts of Phoebus, and a softer air ; 

Lest ye regret, too late, your native coast, 

In no congenial gulf for ever lost ' 
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THE CASTAWAY. 

[March, 20, 1799.] 

Obscurest night involved the sky ; 

Th* Atlantic billows roar'd. 
'When such a destined wretch as I, 

Wash'd headlong from on board, 
Of friends, of hope, of all bereft, 
His floating home for ever left. 

No braver chief cculd Albion boast, 
Than he, with whom he went. 

Nor ever ship left Albion's coast, 
l/Vith warmer wishes sent. 

He lov*d them both, but both in Tain, 

Nor him beheld, nor her again. 

Not long beneath the whelming brinoy 

Export to swim, he lay : 
Nor soon he fblt his strength docllnOi 

Or courage die away ; 
But wag'd with death a lasting strifoi 
Supported by duspair of life 

He shouted ', nor his frionds had fail'd 
To check the vessel's cnurso. 

But so the furious bla^t prevailed, 
That, pitiless, perforce. 

They led their outcast mate behind, 

And scudded stiil before the wind. 

Some succour yet they could afford * 
And, such as storms allow. 

The cask, the coop, the floated cordi 
D6ky*d not to bostov 
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But he (tliey knew) nor ship nor shore, 
HVhate'er they gave, should tIsU more. 

Nor, cruel as it oeein*d> could he 
Their haste himself condoiim, 

Aware that flight, in such a H9^ 
Alone could rescue them ; 

Tet bitter felt it still to die 

Deserted, and his friends so nigh. 

He long survives, who lives an hour 

In ocean, self-upheld : • 
And so long he, with unspent pow*r 

His destiny repeird : 
And ever as the minutes flew. 
Entreated help, or criod^-p<< Adieu *** 

At length, his transient respite past^ 

His comrades, who before 
Had heard his voice in ev'ry blast, 

Could catch the sound no more. 
For then, by toil subdued, Ue drank 
The stifling wave, and then he awk* 

No poet wept him : but the page 

Of narrative sincere, 
That tells his name, hia worth, his age, 

Is wet with Anson's tear. 
And tears by bards or heroes shod 
Alike immortalize tne dead. 

I therefore purpose not, or dream, 

Descanting on his fate. 
To give the melancholy themo 

A more enduring date. 
But misery still doli^hls to trace 
Ito nftmhlancfl in oaoiherVcaso. 
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Mo voice divine the storni allayed, 

No light propitious shone ; 
When, snatch'd from all ••fie<stiial«id, 

HVe perished each alone : 
Bat I beneath a rougher sea, 
And whelm'd in de^er guUi «lMm im. 



TaAI«8LATK>NB 



VINCENT BOURNi^ 



THRAX. 

Thbbicium infantem, cum lucem intravit et trntm, 

Fletibus ezcepit rniBStusniterqae parens. 
Threicium infantem, cum luce exlvit et aorif, 

Extulit ad fuiuis katus-uterqae per«M. 
Interea tu Roma ; et tu tibi GriBcia plaaden«| 

Dicitis, hesc vera est Thralca barbanes. 
Lntitie cansam, causamque ezquirite luctus ; 

Vosqie est quod doceat Thralca baKbaricni. 

VoL.m. 22 
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THE THRACIAN. 



TuKkCikV parents, at his birth, 
Mourn their babe with many a tear^ 

Bttt with undissembled mirth 
Place him breathless on his bier. 

Ch«ece and Rome with equal scorn, 
** O tlie savages !" exclaim, 

** Whether they rejoice or mourn, 
Well entitled to the name !" 

But the cause of this concern, 
And this pleasure would they tracOy 

£ven they might somewhat learn 
From the savages of Thrace. 



MUTUA BENEVOLENTIA 



PRIMARIA LEX VATURA EST. 

Pn Libye Androcles siccas errabat arenas ! 

Qui vagus iratum fugerat exul horum. 
i tandem fractoque labore viarum. 

Ad scopuli patuit csca caverna latus 
Hanc subit ; et piaeido dederat vix membra sopori 

Cum subito immanis rugit ad antra leo ; 
Die pedem attollens leesum, et miserabiJo murmur ' 

Edens, qua poterat voce, precatur opem. 
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Percnlsus novRale rei, incertusque timore, 

Vix tandem tremulas admovet erro manoi ; 
Et Bpinam explorans (nam fiza in vulnere spina 

Efsrebat) cauto moHiter iingue trahit : 
Continuo dolor omnis abit, teter fluit humor : 

Et coity absterso sanguine, rupta cutis ; 
Nunc iteruro sylvas dumosque peragrat ; et afibxt 

Providus assiduas bospes ad antra dapes. 
Jazta epulis accumbit homo conyiva leonis, 

Nee crudos dnbitat participate cibos. 
Qab tamen ista ferat desertse tedia vite ? 

Vix furor ultoris tristior esset heii. 
Deyotum eertis caput objeetare periclis 

Et patrios statuit rnrsus cdire laret. 
Traditur hie, fera facturus spectacnla, plebi, 

Accipit et misemm tiistis arena ream* 
Irniit e caveis fors idem impastus et acer, 

Et medicum attonito suspicit ore leo. 
Sospicit, et Teterem agnoscens vetus hospet i 

Decumbit notes blandolus ante pedes. 
Quid vero perculsi animis, stupnere Quirites t 

Ecquid prodigii, territa Roma, Tides ? 
Uoitts natnra opus est ; ea sola furorem 

Siunere qun juadt, ponere sola jubet. 
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RECIPROCAL KINDNESS, 



THK PBIMABT tAW OP %4'SVIUC* 

AffDROGLKii itom bit iorjar'd lonilin dMod 
Of instant deaths to Libijrai's dBMrt iM. 
Tir'd with hfe tMlMODfeo fl%bt, and! pttvch'd wMl hettl^ 
He spied, at len^, u ok? ena'v coo] retveait ; 
But scarce had gir^ to vmt bis we«iy firaiMy 
When hof^est of his km^ a lion «•»»? 
He roar'd apptoaalimf ; hot, the s a v a g e dift 
To plaintivemymnn chai^d, arm^ withl»| 
And with ezpressiTe looke his lifted pttw 
Presenting, aid implot'd ff cm whom b> saw. 
Thft f»pkiwp thtoogh temvr at a ekatidy 
Dar'd not awhile afibrd hia ttenUin^ hasd^ 
Bat bolder gnrnVf at kaigth inheaent Ibmd 
A pointed thorn, and draw M irwa the wonMk 
The cure was wronght ; he wip*<l the aaalM#MMl^ 
And firm and free froaa pam Hm fioa sIcknI/ 
Again he seeks the wilds, and day by day, 
Regales his inmate with the parted prey. 
Nor he disdains the dole, though unprepared, 
Spread on the ground, and with a lion shared. 
But thus to live — still lost — sequestered still — 
Scarce seem'd his lord's revenge an heavier ill. 
Home ! native home ! O might he but repair ! 
He must— he will, though death attends him there. 
He goes, and doom'd to perish on the sands 
Of the full Theatre unpitied stands ; 
When Ip ! the self-same lion from his cage 
Fli^s to devour him, famish'd into rage. 
He flies, but viewing in his purposed prey 
The man, his healer, pauses on his way, 
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And floften'd oy remembrance into tweet 
And kind composure, crouchei at hi»feet. 

Mute with astonishment th' assembly gtae t 
But why, ye Romans ? Whence your route 
All this is natural ; nature bade him rend 
An enemy ; she bids him spare a friend. 



MANUALE 

Tjfpograpkia ornni atUiquius, fodli tuptam ZArvmai 
insertum Catalogo. 

ExxouiTS liber est, muliebri creber in nsa, 

Per se qui dici bibliotheca potest. 
Copia verborum non est, sed copia remm ; 

Copia (quod nemo deneget) utilior. ' 
Rubru consuitur pannis , fors tezitur auro ; 

Bis sexta ad summum pagina claudit opus. 
Nil habet a tergo titulive aut nominis ; intus 

Thesauros artis seryat, et intus opes ; 
Intus opes, qaas nympha sinu pulcberrima gostety 

Quas nive candidior tractet anietque manus, 
Quando instrumontum prffisens sibi postulat usns, 

Majusve, aut operis pro ratione, minus. 
Et genere et modulo diverse habet arma, gradatttt 

Digesta, ad numcros attcnuata suos. 
Primum enchiridii folium majuscula i>rofert, 

Qualia quie blasso est lumine poscat anus. 
Quod sequitur folium, matronis arma ministrat, 

Dicere qus magnis prozimiora lioet. 
Tertium, item quartum, quintumque *"»"uin?n1« sop* 
plet 

Sed non ejnsdem singula qosque loeL 
23* 
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Diipoffita ordioiliiii QfyrtU} diflorimm*. ewrvmti 

Que sibi c<mT«ni«Qt| 8«lig«t umle noriw* 
Ultima que restant que multa minutula nympha 

Dicit^ flttnt sexti cUviti9 fi»Ui, 
QuialiUa in spatio docUina O quanta la(e«cit ! 

Quam taman obacutam vix brevitaia vocet. 
Non est interpi««» nea aonupaoUriua uIIqs, 

Aut index ; tarn sunt omnia perspicua. 
JEtatem ad quamvis, ad captum ita fingitur omnein 

Ut nihil auxilii postulat inde liber. 
Millia lihrorum numerat perplura ; nee ullum 

Bodlsi huic jactat bibliotheca parem. 
Millia CfBsareo num«r9t quoqua munere Granta, 

Hec tamen est inter millia tale nihil. 
Non est, non istis auctor de millibus unus, 

Col tanta Sngenii vis, tel aenmen, ineft 



A MANUAL, 

Mart aiMi«itt ikm ik^Sfttf PrinHnff^ MMfnollo fre 
fomtuLin wmf Catalagne* 

Thzrb is a book, which we may call 

(Its excellence is such) 
Alone a library tho' small ; 

The ladies thumb it much. 

Words none, thin^ nnm*rous it contains ; 

And, things with words compar'd. 
Who needs be told, that has his brains. 

Which merits roost regard ! 

Ofttimes its leaTM of scarlet hue 

A golden edging boast ; 
And open'd, it displays to view 

Twelva pages at the most. 
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A MANUAL. Wi 

Nor name, nor titk, stfinp'd b«Ua49 

Adorns its outer piart ; 
But all within 'tis richly Uxk*4t 

A magazine of art. 

The whitest hands that lecret ho«c4 

Oft visit : and the fair 
Preserve it in their bosom stor'd 

As with a miser's care. 

Thence implements of ev'rj sizei 

And form'd for various use, 
(They need but to consult their ejop) 

They readily produce. 

The largest and the longest kind 

Possess the foremost page^ 
A sort most needed by the blind, 

Or nearly such from age. 

The full-charg*d leaf, which next ensoM, 

Presents, in bright array. 
The smaller sort, which matrons use, 

Not quite so blind as they. 

The third, the fourth, the fiflh aoppljr 

What their occasions ask. 
Who with a more discerning eye 

Perform a nicer task. 

But still with regular decrease 

From size to size they fall. 
In ev'ry leaf grow less and less ; 

The last are least of all. 

O ! what a fund of genius, pent 

In narrow space, is liere I 
This volume's method and intent 

How luminous and clear * 
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SeO £NIGMA. 

It Ie«yes no reader at a loss 

Or pos'd, whoever reads : 
No commentator*! tedious gloss, 

Nor even index needs. 

Search Bodley^s many thousands o*er ! 

No book is treasur'd there, 
Nor yet in Granta's numerous store 

That may with this compare. 

No ! Rival none in either host 

Of this was ever seen, 
Or, that contents could justly boast, 

So brilliant and so keen* 



iENIGMA. 

Parvula res, et acu minor est, et ineptior uto ? 

Quotque dies annus, tot tibi drachma dabit. 
Sed licet exigui pretii minimiqne valoris, 

Ecce, quot artificum postulat ilia manus. 
Unius in primis cura est conflare metallum ; 

In longa alterius decere fila labor. 
Tertius in partes resecat, quartusque resectom 

Perpolit ad modules attenuatque dates. 
Est quinti tomare caput, quod sextus adaptct ; 

Septimus in punctum cudit et exacuit. 
His tfindem auxiliis ita res procedit, ut omnes 

Ad numeros ingens perficiatur opus. 
Que tanti ingenii, que tanti est summa laboris : 

Si mihi reBponde^ (Edipo, tota tua est. 
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AN ENIGMA. 

A iTEEDf.E small, as small can be. 
In bulk and use, aurpMses me^ 

Nor is my purchase dear ! 
For little and almost for nought 
As many of my kind are bought 

As days are in the year. 

Tet though but Httle use we boast, 
And are procur'd at little cost, 

The labour is not light. 
Nor few artificers it asks, 
All skilful in their serial tasks, 

Tb fashion us aright. 

One fbses metel o'er the' fire, 
A second draws H into wire. 

The shears another plie». 
Who elips in lengths Uie brwett tikretd 
For him, who, chafing every thread. 

Gives all an equal sice. 

A fifth prepares, exact and round, 

The knob, with which it must be erovii'd; 

His follower makes it fast : 
And with his mallet and his file 
To shape the point, employs awhile 

The seventh and the last. 

Now therefore, (Edipus ! declare 
lyhat creature, wonderful, and rare, 

A process, that obtains 
Its purpose with so much ado. 
At last produces ! — tell me true. 

And take me for your pains ! 
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PASSERES INDIGENCE 



COL. TRIK. CANT. COM^IBNSALES. ! 

IircoLA qui norit sedes, aut yiserit hasce 

Newtoni egregii qiios cclebravit honos ; 
Viditque et meminity loetus fortasse videndo, 

Quam mulla ad mensas advolitarit avis. 
Ule nee ignorat, nidos ut, vere ineunte, 

Tecta per et forolosy et tabulata struat. 
Ut coram oducat teneros ad pabula foetus, 

Et pascal micisy quas det amica manus. 
Convivas quoties campans ad prandia pulsus 

CoDTOcat, baud epulis certior hopes adest. 
Continao jucunda simul tox fertar ad aures, 

Vicinos passer quisque relinquit agros, 
Hospitinm ad notum properatur ; et ordine stantM 

Expectant panis fragmina quisque sua. 
Ho0 tamon, hos omncs, vix uno largior assc 

Sumptus per totain pascit uUtque diem. 
Hnno unum, kunc modicum (nee quisquam invidexiC 
assem) 

IlidigeiUB, hospitii jure, merentur avos. 
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SPARROWS SELF-DOMESTICATED 

IH TBIKITT COLLEOKy CAMBRIDOX. 

No!rx ever ihar'd the social ieait. 
Or a« an inmate, or a guest, 
Beneath the celebrated dome, 
Where once Sir Isaac had his home, 
Who saw not (and with some delight 
Perhaps he view'd the novel sight) 
How num'roQs, at the tables there, 
The sparrows beg their daily fare 
For there, in every nook, and cell, 
Where such a family may dwell. 
Sure as the vernal season comes 
Their nests they weave in hope of cnmibs, 
Which kindly giv*n, may serve, with food 
Convenient, their unfeather'd brood ; 
And oil as with its summons clear, 
The warning bell salutes the ear. 
Sagacious listeners to the sound. 
They flock from all the fields around. 
To reach the hospitable hall. 
None more attentive to the call. 
Arriv'd, the pensionary band. 
Hopping and chirping, close at hand, 
Solicit what they soon receive, 
The sprinkled, plenteous donative. 
Thus is a multitude, though large, 
Supported at a trivial charge ', 
A bingle doit would overpay 
Th* expenditure of every day. 
And who can grudge so small a grace 
To fUDDliants natives of the place ? 
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NULLI TE FACIAS NIMIS SODALEM. 

Palp AT heram felis, gremio recumbans in anill ; 

Quam BemM atque Iterum Lydhi palpat bcnu 
Ludam lis sequitur ; nam totos exserit un^^ues, 

£t longo teoeitift rulnere fslis annni. 
Continuo exar Jens gremio nvoheretfla felem 

Nee gnvihuB mtiltis excntit absque minis : 
Quod tamen hand lequvm est — si vofH ^eum ft!o jocaiii 

Felinum debet Lydia ferre jecnm. 



( 



FAMILIARITY DANGEROUS. 

As in her ancient mistress' lap, 

The youfhful tabby lay, 
They gave each other many a tap, 

Alike disposed to play. 

Bat strife ensues. Tuss waxes warm, 

And with protruded claws 
Ploughs all Che length of Lydia's arm, 
. Mere wantonness the cauilo. 

At once, resentful of the deed, 
She shakes her to the ground 

With many a threat, that she shall bleed 
With Btin a deeper wound. 

But, Lydia, bid thy fury rest, 

It was a venial stroke : 
For she thatVill with kittens jest. 

Should bear a kitten's joke. 
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AD RUBECULAM INVITATIO. 

HosPEB avis, conriya domo gratissima caivis, 

Quam bruma humanam querere cogit opem 
Hue O ! hyberni fugias ut fiigora cceli, 

Coitfuge, et incolumis sub lare vive meo ! 
Unde tuam esuriein releves, aliroenta fenestre 

Apponam, quoties itque reditque dies 
Usa etenim edidici, quod grato alimenta rependes 

Cantu, que dederit cunque benigna manus. 
Vere novo tepids spirant cum molliter aura), 

£t novus in quavis arbore vemat honos, 
Pro libitu ad lucos redeas, sylvasque revisas, 

Lfleta quibus resonat Musica parque tUfB ! 
Sin iterum, sin forte iterum, inclementia bnuniB 

Ad mea dilectam tecta reducet avem, 
Esto, redux, grato memor esto rependere cantn 

Pabula, qus dederit cunque benigna manus * 
Vis fainc harmoniS) numerorum hinc sacra potestas 

Conspicitar, nusquam conspicienda magis, 
Vincula quod stabilis firmissima nectit amoris, 

Vincula vix longa dissaocinda die. 
Captat) et incantat blando oblectamine Musa 

Humanum pariter pennigommque genus ; 
Nob hominos et ayes quotcunque animantia viTont 

Nos soli harmoniiB gens studiosa samns 
Vol. m. 23 
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INVITATION TO THE REDBREAST. 



BwKET bird, whom the winter constrains- 

And seldom another it can — 
To seek a retreat, while he reigns, 

In the well-shelter'd dwellings of many 
Who never can seem to intrude, 

Tho' in all places equally free, 
Come, oft as the season is rude, 

Thou art sure to be welcome to me. 

At mght of the first feeble ray, 

That pierces the clouds of the east, 
To inveigle thoe every day 

My windows shall show thee a feast. 
For, taught by experience, I know 

Thee mindful of benefit long ; 
And that thankful for all 1 bestow, 

Thou wilt pay me with many a song. 

Then, soon as the swell of the buds 

Bespeaks the renewal of spring. 
Fly hence, if thou wilt, to the woods, 

Or where it shall please thoe to sing : 
And shouldst thou, compeird by a frost, 

Come again to my window or door, 
Doubt not an affectionate host, 

Only pay as thou pay'dst me before. 

Thus musick must needs be confest 
To flow from a fountain above ; 

Else how should it work in the breast, 
UaohAageable friendship and love ^ 
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STRADA'S NIGHTINGALE 887 

And who on the globe can be found, 

Save jour generation and ours, 
That can be delighted by sound, 

Or boasts any music^ pow'rs ' 



STRADiE PHILOMELA. 

Pastorbm audivit calamiff^Philomela canentem, 

£t Toluit tenues ipsa reforre modes ; 
Ipsa retentavit numeros, didicitqne retentani 

Argutum fida reddere Toce melos. 
Pastor inassuetus rivalem forre, misellam 

Grandius ad carmen provocat, urget arem 
Tuque etiam in modules surgis Philomela ', sed impar 

Viribis, heu, impar, exanimisque cadis, 
Durum certamen ! tiistis victoria ! can^um 

Maluerit pastor non superasse tuum. 



STRADA'S NIGHTINGALE. 

Tbi Shepherd touch*d his reed ; sweet Philomel 
Essayed, and oft assay'd to catch the strain, 

And treasuring, as on her ear they fell. 

The numbers, echo'd note for note again. 

The peevish youth, who ne'er had found beioM 
A riv^ of his skill, indignant heard, 

And soon, (for various was his tuneful store,> 
In lofUer tones defied the simple bird. 
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26B AK0S SJ:CULARIS. 

She dar'd the taik, and risiiig, as he xoee. 

With all the force, that pasiion gWei, iiuipir*d« 
Retom'd the Bounds awhile, but in the close, 

Exhausted fell, and at his feet expired. 

Thus strength, not skill prevail'd. O fatal strife, 
Bj thee, poor songstress, playfully begun ; 

And, O sad victory, which cost thy life, 

And he may wish that he had never won! 



ANUS SiECULARIS, 
QiuB jiuCttfifr eetOmn annerum atatsm^ iffm dU naiaUf 

S150ULARI8 prodigiuBi O seneotsd^ 
£t novum exemphim diutumitatis, 
Cujns annorum series in amplum 

desinit orbem ! 

Valgus infelix hominum, dies en ! 
Compute qnam dispare coraputamus ! 
Quam tua a mmn^ procul e^ remota 

summula noftra ! 

Pabulum nos luxuriesque lethi, 
Nos simul nati, incipimus perire, 
Nos, statim a cunis cita destinamur 

pneda sepidohro ' 

Oooulit mwn hisidias, ubi vis 
Vix opinari est, rapidnve febris 
Vim repentinam, aut male pertinaois 
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ANUS SJ!:CULARIS. 869 

Sin brevem pofwit superare Tita 
Terminuin, quicqoid superest vacivanii 
lUud igrnavU eaperest et imbe- 

cillibns annii^ 

Detrahunt mnlttiin, minuuntque sorti 
Morbidi questus gemitusque anheli ; 
Ad parem crescimt numerum diesque 

atque dolorei 

Si qnii h»c vitet (qnotiu ille qaiique efft !) 
£t grada pergendo laborioso 
Ad tunm, fortasse tuum, moretur 

reptilie 



At Tidet, mcestnm tibi scpe visum, in- 
jurias, yim, furta, dolos, ot' inso- 
lentiam, quo semper eunt, eodem 

ire tenore 

Nil inest rebus noyitatis , ot quod 
Uspiam est nugarum et ineptiarumi 
Unius yolvi yidot, et reyolvi 

circulus evi. 

Intsgram etatem tibi gratulamur ; 
Et dari nobis satis sstimamus, 
Si tuam, saltem vacuam querolis 

dlmidiemos. 
23» 
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ODE 



ON THV DSATQ OV A LADT9 

Who lived one htndred Years^ and dUd en hmr 
Binhrday, 1728. 

Ancient dame, how wide and vaat. 

To a race like ours appears, 
Rounded to an orb at last, 

All thy multitude of years ! 

We the herd of human kind, 

Frailer and of feebler pow*r8 ; 
s We, to narrow bounds confin'd^ 

Soon exhaust the sum of ours. 

Death's delicious banquet — ^we 

Perish even from the womb, 
Swifter than iv shadow flee, 

Nourished but to feed the tomb. 

Seeds of merciless disease 

Lurk in all that we enjoy ; 
Some, that waste us by degrees, 

Some, that suddenly destroy. 

And if life o'erleap the bourn 

Common to the sons of men : 
What remains, but that we mourn. 

Dream, and doat, and drivel then ? 

Fast as moons can wax and wane, 

Sorrow comes ; and while we groaa, 

Pant with anguish and complain. 
Half our years are fled and gone. 
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VICTORIA FORENSIS. 271 

If a few, (to few 'tis gWii,) 

Lingering on this earthly fU^i 
Creep, and halt with steps uneven, 

To the period of an age ; 

Wherefpre live they, but to see 

Cunning, arrogance, and force, 
Sights lamented much by thee, 

Holding their accustom'd course t 

Oft was seen in ages past. 

All that we with wonder view ; 
Often shall be to the last ; 

Earth produces nothing new. 

Thee we gratulate ; content, 

Should propitious Heaven design 

Life for us, as calmly spent, 

Though but half the length of thine. 



VICTORIA FORENSIS. 

Caio cum Titio lis et vezatio longa 

Sunt de vicini proprietate soli. 
Protinus ingentes animos in jurgia sumunt, 

« Utraque vincendi pars studiosa nimis. 
Lb tumet in schednlas, et jam verbosior, et Jam 

Nee verbum quodvis asse minoris emunt. 
Pretereunt menses, et terminus alter et alter , 

Quipquo nt>vos sumptus, alter et alter, habent. 
Die querens, hie respondens pendente vocatur 

Lite; sed ad finem litis uterque querens. 
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THE CAUSE WON. 

' Two neighbours fariously dispute ; 
A field — the subject of the 'suit. 
Trivial the spot, yet such the rage 
With which the combatants engage, 
Twere hard to tell, who covets most 
The prize — —aX whatsoever cost. 
The pleadings swbll. Words still suflSce 
No single word but has its price. 
No term but yields some fair pretence 
For novel and incre&s'd expense. 

Defendant thus becomes a name, 
Which he that bore it may disclaim ; ' 
Since both, in one description blended, 
Are plaintiffii — ^wben the suit is ended. 



BOMBYX. 

Fnrx sub Aprilis Bombyz ezcluditur ove 

Reptilis ezigna corpore vermiculus, , 
Frondibus hie mori, volvox dum fiat adoltns, 

Gnaviter incumbens, dum satictur, edit. 
Crescendo ad justum cum jam maturuit ievunii 

Incipit artifici stamine textor opus : 
Filaque condensans fills, orbem implicat orbi, 

Et sensim in gyris conditus ipse latet. 
Jnque cadi teretem formam se colligit, unde 

Egrediens pennas papilionis habet ;# 
Fitqne parens tandem, foetumque reponit in oyis ; 

Hoc demum extreme munere functus obit. 
Qaotquot in hac nostra spirant animalia terra 

NuUi est Tel brevier vita, vol utilior. 
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THE SILK WORM. 

The beams of April, ere it goes, 
A worm, scarce Tisible, oisclose ; 
All winter longr content to dwell 
The tenant of his native shell. 
The same prolifick season giTes 
The sustenance bj which he liTes. 
The mulberry leaf, a simple store, 
That serves him — till he needs no more i 
For, his dimensions onoe complete, 
Thenceforth none ever sees him eat i 
Though, till his growing time be puly 
Scarce ever is he seen to fast ; 
That hour arrived, his work bogiai. 
He spins and weaves, and weaves aad wpiam% 
Till circle upon circle wound 
Careless around him and around, 
Conceals him with a veil, though alight^ 
Impervious to the keenest sight. 
Thus self-enclos'd, as in a cask, 
At length he finishes las task t 
And, though a worm, when he was lost. 
Or caterpillar at the most, 
When next we see him, wings he wean, 
And in papilio-pomp appears ; 
Becomes oviparous ; supplies 
"With future worms and future flies. 
The next ensuing year ; — and dies ! 
Well were it for the world, if aQ, 
Who creep about this earthly ball. 
Though shorter-liv'd than most he b«, 
Were useful in their kuid a« he. 
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INNOCENS PRiEDATRIX. 

8xc0LA per campos nuUo defeasa labore, 

In nella ut stipet mella, vagatur apis,, 
Fnrpuream vix. florem opifex prstervolat unum, 

Iimameras inter quas alit hortas opes ; 
Herbula gramineis yix una innaflcitar agris. 

Thesauri undo aliquid non studiosa legit. 
A flore ad florem transit, mollique volando 

Delibat tactu suave quod intus habeht. 
Omnia delibat, parce sed et omnia, furti, 

Ut ne yel minimum yideris indicium: 
Omnia degustat tam parce, ut gratia nulla 

Floribus, ut nullus diminuatur odor. 
Non ita prssdantur modice bruchique et erac9 ; 

Non ista hortorum maxima pestis, avos; 
Non ita raptores coryi, quorum improba rostm 

Despoliant agros, effodiuntque sata. 
Snccos immiscens snccis, ita suaviter omnei 

Temperat, ut dederit chymia nulla pares. 
Viz furtum est illud, diciye injuria debet, 

Quod cera, et multo melle rependit apis.^ 



INNOCENT THIEF. 

Not a flower can be found in the fieldsi 
Or the spot that we till for our plearan, 

From the largest to least, but it jields 
To the bee, never wearied, a treasure. 
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THE INNOCENT THIEF. 276 

Scarce any she quite unexplor'd, 

With a diligence truly axact : 
Tet, steal what she may for her hoard, 

Leaves evidence none of the fact. 

Her Incratiye task she pursues, 

And pilfers with so much address, 
That none of their odour they lose, 

Nor charm hy their beauty the less. 

Not thus inofiensively preys 

The canker-worm, indwelling foe ! 
His voracity not thus allays 

The sparrow, the finch, or the crow. 

The worm, more expensively fed, 

The pride of the garden devours ; 
And birds pick the seed from the bed, 

Still less to be spar'd than the flowers. 

Bat she with such delicate skill 

Her pillage so fite for her use. 
That the chymist in vain with his still 

Would labour the like to produce. 

Then grudge not her temperate meals, 

Nor a benefit blame as a theft ; 
Since, stole she not all that she steals. 

Neither honey nor wax would be loft 
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DENNERI ANUS • 

DocTUM anus artifioem jaste celebrata fatetor. 

Denneri pinzit quam studiosa manua. 
Nee stupor eat ooulis, frpnti nee rtiga severa, 

Flaccida nee sulcis pendet utrinqae gena. 
Nil habot illepidanii morosum, aut triste tabella 

Argentum capitis prcter, anile nihil, . 
Apparent nivei yitiiB sub margine cani, 

Fila colorati qualia Seres habont ; 
Lanugo mentunii sed que tenuissuna, yestit, 

Mollisque, et qualis Persica mala tegit 
Nulla vel e minimis fagiunt spiracula visum ; 

At neque Hneolis de cutis ulla latet. 
Spectatum veniunt, novitas quos allicit usquara, 

Quosque vel ingenii fama, vel artis amor. 
Adveniunt juvenes ; et anus si possit amarl, 

Dennere, agnoscunt hoc meruisse tuam. 
Adveniunt hilares njmphts ; similemque senectain 

Tarn pulchram et placidam dent sibi fata, rogant. 
Matrons adveniunt, vetuleque fatentur in ore 

Quod nihil horrendum, ridiculumve vident. 
Quantus houos arti, per quam placet ipsa senectus : 

Quo tacit, ut hjmphis invideatur anus ! 
Pictori cedit quft gloria, cum nee Apelli 

Majorem famam det Cytherea suo ! 

* Dia publico fuit spectaculo egregia bsec tabula in area 
Palatina ezteriori, jiizta fanum WestmonasUne rieiise. 
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DENNER'S OLir WOMAN. 

In this mimick form of a matron in years. 
How plainlj the pencil of Denner appears ! 
The matron herself, in whose old age we see ^ 

Not a trace of decline, what a wonder is she ! 
No dimness of eye, and no cheek hanging low, 
No wrinkle, or deep furrow'd frown on the hrow ! 
Her forehead indeed is here circled around 
With locks like the ribbon, with which they are 

bbund ; 
While glossy and smooth, and as soft as the skin 
Of a delicate peach, is the down of her chin ; 
Biit nothing unpleasant, or sad, or severe, 
Or that indicates life in its winter — is here. 
Tet all is expressed, with fidelity due. 
Nor a pimple, nor fireokle, conceal'd from the view. 

Many fond of new sights, or who cherish a taste 
For the labours of art, to the spectacle haste ; 
The youths all agree, that could old ag« inspire 
The passion of love, hers would kindle the fire. 
And the matrons, with pleasure, confess that they see 
Ridiculous nothing or hideous in thee. 
The nymphs for themselves scarcely hope a decline, 
O wonderful woman ! as placid as thine. 

Strange magick of art ! which the youth can engage 
To penise, half enamouv'd, the features of age ', 
And force from the virgin a sigh of despair, 
That she when as old, shall be equally fair ! 
How great is the glory, that Denner has gain*d, 
Since Apelles not more for his Venus obtained * 

Vol. m. 24 
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LACRYMiE PICTORIS. 

Ihtavtem audiTit pueram, sua gaudiai Apelles 

Intempestivo fato obiisse diem. 
lUe, licet tristi perculsus imagine mortis, 

Proferri in medium 'corpus inane jubet, 
£t calamum, et succos poscens, " Hos accipe luctus, 

'^ Moerorem hunc/' dixit, " nate, parentis habe '** 
Dixit ; et, ut clausit, clausos depinxit ocellos ; 

Officio pariter fidus utrique pater : 
Frontemque et crines, nee adhuc pallentia formans 

Oscaia, adumbravit lugubre pictor opus 
Perge parens, moerendo tuos expendere luctns ; 

Nondum opus absoWit triste suprema manus. 
Vidit adhuc molles genitor super oscula risus; 

Vidit adhuc veneres irrubuisse genis, 
Et teneras raptim veneres, blandosque lepores, 

£t tacitos risps transtulit in tabulam. 
Pingendo desiste tuum signare dolorem ; 

Filioii longum vivet imago tui ; 
Vivet, et etema vives tu laude, nee arte 

Vincendus pictor, nee pietate pater. 



TEARS OP A PAINTER. 

Apelles, hearing that his boy 
Had just expired — his only joy ! 
Altliough the sight with anguish tore him» 
Dade place his dear remains before him, 
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THE TEARS OF A PAINTER. 279 

He seiz'd his brush, his colours spread ; 
And — ** Oh ! my child, accept," — ^he said, 
" ('Tis all that 1 can now bestow,) 
" This tribute of a father's wo !*' 
Then, faithful to the two-fold part, 
Both of his feelings and his art. 
He clos'd his eyes, with tender care, 
And formed at once a fellow pair. 
His brow, with amber locks beset, 
And lips he drew, not livid yet ; * 

And shaded all, that he had done, 
To a just image of his son. 

Thus far is well. But view again, 
The cause of thy paternal pain ! 
Thy melancholy task fulfil ! 
It needs the last, last touches still. 
Again his pencil's pow'rs he tries. 
For on his lips a smile he spies : 
And still his cheek, unfaded, shows 
The deepest damask of the rose. 
Then, heedless to the finished whole, 
With fondest eagerness he stole, 
Till scarce himself distinctly -knew 
The cherub copied from the true. 

Now, painter, cease ! Thy task u donei 
Long lives this image of thy son ; 
Nor short liv'd shall the glory prove. 
Or of thy labour, or thy love. 
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SPE FINIS. 

Ad dextram, ad Isevam, pojro, retro, itque, rodltfae, 

Deprensum in laqiieo quern JabyrinthuQ habc^^ 
£t leg:it et relegit gressus, sese explicet unde^ 

Perplexum quoerens unde revolvat iter. 
Sta modo, respira paulum, simul accipe filmn ; 

Certius et melius non Ariadne dabit. 
Sie te, SIC solum exepdies errore , Tiarmn 

Principium invenie?, i<j[ ti^i finis /erit. 

THE MAZE. 

From right to lel^, N?id to ^nd fx}0^ 
Caught in a labyrinth ypu go. 
And tarn, and tarn^ ^d turjo ag^U^ 
To solve the xny^'ry, but i^ yun ', 
Stand still, and breathe, j(ua,d take from me 
A clew, th^l J9000 nl^U ^t you fxp^ ! 
Not Ariadne, if you ^eet her, 
Herself cort4 pef jre yoi^ w'M^ .^ hf^tf^.* 
You entered eas^yr-j^d whfitp 
And make, vAjbh e^^^ ypiur e^ jl^i;^ ! 



NEMO MI8ER NISI COMPATIATJJS 

" Quis fuit infeliz adeo ! quia pevditus eque V* 

Conqueritur mcesto carmine tristis amans. 
Non noYus hie questus, rarove auditus ; amantef 

Deserti et spreti mille queruntar idem. 
Fatum decantas quod tu raiserabile, multus 

Deplorat, multo cum Corydone, Strephon, 
Si tua cum reliquis confertur arnica puellis, 

Non ea vol sola est ferrea, tuve miser. 
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NO SORROW PECULIAR TO THE 
SUFFERER. 

The lover, in melodious yeraos, 
Hia singular distress rehearses. 
Still closing with a rueful cry, 
'' Was ever such a wretch as I ?" 
Tes ! Thousands have endur'd before 
All thy distress ; some, haply more 
Unnumber'd Corydons complain, 
And Strephons, of the like disdain ; 
And if thy Chloe be of steel, 
Too deaf to hear, too hard to feel ; 
Not her alone that censure fits, 
Nor thou alone hast lost thy wits. 



LIMAX. 

pBOtfDiBUS, et pomis, herbisque tenaciter hnret 

Limax, et secum portat ubique domum. 
Tutus in hae sese occultat, si quando periclnm 

Imminet, aut subitiB decidit imber aque. 
Comua vel leviter tangas, se protinus in se 

CoUigit, in proprios contrahiturque lares. 
Sacum habitat quacunque habitat ', sibi tota supallsz , 

SolflB quas adamat, quasque requirit opes. 
Secum potat, edit, dormit ; sibi in edibus iisdem 

Conviva et comes est, hospes et hospitium. 
Limacem, quacumque siet, quacumque moretOTi 

Siquis eum qussrat, dixeris esse domL 
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TUB nmfu 

To grass, or leaf, or fruit, or wall, 
The Snail sticks close, nor fears to fall, 
As if he grew there^ house and all 

Within that bouse seclire be hides, 
When dauj^er imminent betides 
Of storm, or other harm besides 

Of weather. 

Give but hi^ horns the slightest toucli, 
His self-collecting power is such, 
He shrinks into hi^ hpuse^ with much 

Displeasure. 

Where'er he dwells, he dwells alone. 
Except himself has ehjUtels none. 
Well satisfied to be his own 

Whole treasure. 

Thus, hermit-like, his life he leads 
Nor partner of his banquet needs. 
And if he meets one, onljr feeds 

The farter. 

Who seeks him must be worse than blind, 
(He and his house are so combinM,) 
If, finding it, he fails to find 

Its master 
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BaUES ACADEMICUS. 

Calcari instruitur juvenis ; geminove vel uno, 

Haud multum, aut ocreis cujus, et unde, refbrt ; 
Fora fortasse bug, fortasse aliunde, flagcllo ; 

Quantulacunquo sui, pars tamen ipso sui. 
Sic rite armatus, quiiiis (et forte minoris) 

Conductum solidis scandere gestit equam. 
Letas et impavidus qua fert fortuna (volantem 

Cernits) quadrupedem pungit et arget iter : 
Admisso cursu, per rura, pef oppida fertur : 

Adlatrant catuli, multaque ridet anus. . 
Jamqae ferox plagis erecta ad verbera dextra 

Calce cnientata lassat utrumque latas. 
Impete sed tanto vixdum confecerit ille 

Millia proposite sexve novemve vis, 
Viribas absumptis, fessusque labore, caballus 

Stemit in immundum seque equitemque latum 
Vectus iter peraget corru plaustrove viator ? 

Proh pudor et facinus ! oogitur ire pedes. 
Si, nee inexpertum, seniorem junior audis, 

Que sint exigus coramoda disce more. 
Quam tibi prscipio, brevis est, sed regula CQrta; 

Ocyus ut possis, pergere lentus eas ' 

THE CANTAB. 

"With two spam or one ; wad no groat matter wln^b 
Boots bought, or boots borrow*d, a whip, or a switeli; 
Five shillings or less foi the hire of his beast, 
Paid part into hand ; — jo\i naust wait for the regt. 
Thus equipt, Acaderaicus climbs up his horse. 
And out they both sally for better or worse ', 
His heart void of fear, and a^ light as a feather* •* 
And in violnut haite to go act knowinir ▼bitb^r ; 
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Through the fieldi and the towns, (see 1) he scampen 

alone, 
And is look'd at, and laugh'd at by old and by young, 
Till at length overspent, and hia sides smear *d with 

blood, 
Down tumbles his horse, man and all, in the mud. 
In a wagon or chaise, shall he finish his route ? 
Oh ! scandalous fate ! he must do it on foot. 

Toung gentlemen hear 4 I am older than you ! 
The adyice that I give I have proved to be true. 
Wherever your journey may be, never doubt it, 
The faster you ride, you're the longer about it. 



THE SALAD 

BY 

VIRGH-. 

IJune Sthy 1799.] 

Tbs winter-night now well-nigh worn away, 
The wakeful cock proclaim'd approaching day, 
When Simulus, poor tenant of a farm 
Of narrowest limits, heard the shrill alarm, 
Yawn'd, stretch'd his limbs, and anxious to provide 
Against the pangs of hunger unsupplied, 
By slow degrees his tatter'd bed forsook, 
And poking in the dark, oxplor'd the nook 
Where embers slept, with ashes heap'd around, 
And with burnt fingers-ends the treasure found. 

It chanc'd that from a brand beneath his note. 
Sum proof of latent firo, somo emoke aroM ; 
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When trimraing with a pin th' incruated tow. 
And stooping it towards the coak below, 
He toils, with cheeks distended, to excite 
The lingering flame, and gains at length a light 
With prudent heed he spreads his hand before 
The quiv'ring lamp, and opes bis gran'ry /door. 
Small was his lAoek, hut taking for the day, 
A measured stint «f twice eight pounds away. 
With these his mill he seeks. A shelf at hani, 
Fiz'd in the wall, affords his lamp a staod : 
Then baring hoth his arms^-4 sleeYwlets <coat 
He girds, the rough exaviiB of a goat : 
And with m rubber, for ibaA ase designed, 
Cleansing his mill viihttLf-^gins to grind; 
Each hanii has its ^tapiof ; hth'ring amain, 
This turns the winch, while 4hajt supflies the gnua. 
The stone revolving rapidly, now glows 
And the bruis'd corn m. mealy current flevis ; 
While jifli, Ao make his heairy labour light, 
Tasks oft his left hsskd to relieve his rigbA ; 
And chants with rudest aeeeni, to hegnile 
His ceaseless toH, as rude a strain ihe while. 
And now,^ Dame Cybale, come fiirth !" ha mas, 
But Cybalt, still shuah^ring, naught ceplies. 

SVom Afiric she, the awain^B sole servag maidy 
Whose face and form alike her birth fa0tray'.d. 
With woolly locks, lips tuoud, sahle skisy 
Wide bosom, udders iUcoid, belly thin, 
Legs slender, broad and most misshapen feet, 
Chapp'd into chinks, aiul parch'd witlat solir faeai. 
Such, summon-d oft, she cama ; at his command 
Fresh fuel heap'd, the sleeping embers fann'd, 
And made in haste her ammering skillet steam, 
Replenished newly from the neighbouring i 



The labours of the mill perform'd, a sieve 
The mingled flour and bran must next recewe, 
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Which nhaken oft, iihootB Ceres through refin'd. 
And better dress'd, her husks all led behind. 
This done, at once, his future plain repast^ 
Unleaven'd, on a shaven board he cast, 
With tepid lymph, first largely soak'd it all. 
Then gather'd it with both hands to a ball. 
And spreading it again with both hands wide, 
With sprinkled salt the stiffened mass supplied ; 
At length, the stubborn substance, duly wrought. 
Takes from his palms impressed the shape i^ ought. 
Becomes an orb — and quartered into shares. 
The faithful mark of just division bears. 
Last, on his hearths it finds convenient space, 
For Cybale before had swept the place, 
And there, with tiles and embers overspread. 
She leaves it^-reeking in its sultry bed. 

Nor Similus, while Vulcan thus, alone, 
His part perform*d, proves heedless of his own^ 
But sedulous, not merely to subdue 
His hunger, but to please his palate too. 
Prepares more sav'ry food. His chimney-side 
Could boast no gammon, salted well, and dried, 
And cook'd behind him ; but sufficient store 
Of bundled anise, and a cheese it bore ; 
A broad round cheese, which, thro' its centre Strang, 
With a tough broom-twig, in the comer hung ; 
The prudent hero therefore with address, 
And quick despatch, now seeks another mees. 

Close to his cottage lay a garden-ground, 
With weeds and osiers sparely girt around, 
Small was the spot, but lib'ral to produce : 
Nor wanted aught that serves a parent's use. 
And sometimes ev'n the rich would borrow thenc^^ 
Although its tillage was his solo expense, 
For oft, as from his toils abroad he ceas*d, 
Home-bound by weather, or some stated foaot, 
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Bit debt of caltnre here he duly paid. 
And only left the plough to wield the spade. 
He knew to give each plant the soil it needfl. 
To drill the ground , and cover close the seeds, 
And could with ease compel the wanton rill 
To turn, and wind, obedient to his will. 
There flourished starwort, and the branching beet, 
The sorrel acid, and the mallow sweet, 
The skirret and the leek's aspiring kind, 
The noxious poppy — quencher of the mind ! 
Salubrious sequel of a sumptuous board, 
The lettuce, and the long huge bellied gourd ; 
But these (for none his appetite controlled 
With stricter sway) the thrifty rustick sold 
With broom-twigs neatly bound, each kind apart, 
He bore them ever to the publick mart : 
Whence, laden still, but with a lighter load, 
Of cash well-earned, he took his homeward road, 
Expending seldom, ere he quitted Rome, 
His gains, in flesh-meat for a feast at home. 
There, at no cost, on onions, rank and red, 
Or the curPd endive's bitter leaf, he fed : 
On scallions slic'd, or with a sensual gust. 
On rockets — foul provocatives of lust ! 
Nor even shunn'd with smarting gums to preas 
Nasturtium — pungent face-distorting mess ! 

Some such regale now also in his thought, 
With hasty stepd his garden-ground he sought ; 
There delving with his hands, he first displac'd 
Four plants of garlick, large, and rooted fast ; 
The tender tops of parsley next ho culls, 
Then the old rue-bush shudders as he pulls, 
And coriander last to these succeeds, 
That hangs on slightest threads her trembling seeds 

Plac'd near his sprightly fire he now demaodi 
The mortar at his sable servant's hands ; 
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When stripping aU his gikrlick first, he tore 

Th' exterioor ooats, and oast them on the floor. 

Then cast atway with like contempt the skin, 

Flimsier eoncealmenft of the cloves within. 

These search 'd, and perfect found, he one hy oia»y 

Rius'd, and disposed within the hollow stone. 

Salt added, and a lump of salted cheese, 

With his injected herbs he covered these. 

And tucking with his lefl his tunick tight. 

And seizing fast the pestle with his right, 

The garlick bruising first, he soon ezpres8*d. 

And miz'd the various juices of the rest. 

He grinds, and by degrees his herbs below, 

Lost in each other, their own pow*rs forego. 

And with the cheese in compound, to the sight 

Nor wholly green appear, nor wholly white. 

His nostrils oft the forceful fume resent. 

He curto'd full oA his dinner for its scent, 

Or with wry faces, wiping as he spoke. 

The trickling tears, cried ^^ vengeance on the suK^e^^ 

The work proceeds : not roughly turns he no^ 

The pestle, buty in circles smooth and slow. 

With cautious handy that grudges what it 8pil]% 

Some drops of oliv»*oil he ncU instils. 

Then vinegar with caution scarcely less, 

And gathering to a ball the medley mess, 

Jjast, with two fingers frugally applied, 

Sweeps the small remnant from tho morta*'» ndei 

And thus complete in figure and in kind, 

Obtains at length the Salad he designed. 

And now black Cybale before him%tands. 
The cake dra^wn newly glowing in her hands, 
He glad receives it, chasing far away 
All fears of famine for the passing dty ; 
His legs enclos'd in buskins, and his head 
In its tough casque of leather, forth he led 
And yok'd his steers, a dull obedient pair, 
Then drove afield, and plung'd the pointed share 
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THE GEEEK OF JULUNUS. 

A Spabtan, his-oompanions slaioi 

Alone from battle fled, 
His mother kindling with disdain 

That she had borne him, struck him daad ; 

For courage, and not birth alone, 
In Sparta, testifies a son ! 



THE SAME, BY PALAADAS. 

A Sfartaw, 'soaping from the fighj^ 
His mother met him in his flight, 
Upheld a faulchion to his breast, 
And thus the fugitive addressed : 

" Thou canst but live to blot with shame 
Indelible thy mother's name, 
While ev'ry broftth, that thou shalt draw, 
Offends against thy country's law ; » 
Bat, if thou perish by this hand, 
M3*8elf indeed throughout the land, 
To my dishonour, shall be known 
The mother still of such a son ; 
But Sparta will be safe and free. 
And that shall aerve to comfort me." 
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AN EPITAPH. 

Mt name-'^m y country — what are they to thee 7 
What, whether baso or proud, my pedigree * 
Perhapti I far surpaseM all other nien — 
Perhaps V fell below them ail->what then ' 
Suffice it, stranger ! that thou seest a tomb — 
Thou know'st its use — it liides — ^no matter whom. 



ANOTHER. 

Takx to thy bosom, g'entle earth, a swain 
With much hard labour in thy service worn ! 

He set the vines, thai clothe yon ample plain. 
And he these olives, that the vale adorn. 

He fiird with grain the glebe j the rills he led 
Thro* this green herbage, aud those fruitful fow'rs; 

Thou, therefore, earth ! lie lightly on his head, 
Hit hoary head, and deck his grave with ilow*rs. 



( 



ANOTHER 

^AiiTTKR, this likeness is too strong. 
And w« iball mourn the dead too long. 
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ANOTHER. 



At threcBCoro winters' end I died 
A cheerless being, solo and sad ; 

The nuptial knot 1 never tied» 
And wisii my father never had. 



BY CALLIMACHUS. 

At mom we plac*d on his funeral bier, 
Tcun;; Menalippus ; and at eventide, 

Unable to sustain a loss so dear, 
By her own hand liis bloonung sister died. 

Thus Aristippus mourn*d his noble race, 
Annihilated by a double >low, 

Nor son could hope, nor daughter mortt t* 
And ail Cyreue sadden'd at his wo. 



ON MILTIADES. 

MiLTiAPEs ' thy valour best 
(Althouirh in every region known) 

The men of Persia "'an attest. 
Taught by thyself at Marathon. 
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ON AN INFANT. 

Bewaii. not much, my parents ! me, the prey 
or ruthless Ados, and sepulebred' b«re, 
An infant, in my fifth scarce finish 'd yofti^ 
He found all sportive, innocent, and gay^ 
Your young Callimachus ; and if 1 kne<HV 
Not many joys, my griefs were also few. 



BT H£RACU]>S:% 

J.f Cnidns bom^ the consort IbooamQ 
Of Euphron. Aretiiaias wa3^ my name. 
His bed 1 shared, nor p.oT'd a. barren bridci), 
But bore two children- at a birth, and diiedU 
One child I leave to solace and uphold 
Egphron hereafter, when infirm and old. 
And one, for his remembrance sake, I beac 
ToeMwlol* realm). tUi hd ahijl join. me= there.. 



ON THE REED. 

I WAS of late a barren plant, 
Useless, insignificant, 
Nor fig, nor grape, nor apple bore^^ 
A native of the marshy shore ; 
But gathered for poetick usp. 
And plung'd into a .sable Juice, 
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or which my modicum 1 sip, 
With narrow mouth and slender lip, 
At once, although by nature dumb, 
All eloquent I havo become, 
And 8;>csik ViiiU fluency untir'd, 
As if by Phoibus* self inspir'd. 



TO HEALTH. 

Eldest bom of pow*rs divine f 
Blest Hygeia ! be it mine, 
To enjoy what thou canst give, 
And henceforth with theo to Ut*. 
For in pow'r if pleasure be, 
Wealth, or numVous progeny, 
Or in amorous embrace. 
Where no spy infests the place ; 
Or in aught that Heav'n bestows 
To alleviate human woes. 
When the weary heart despairs 
Of a respite from its cares ; 
These and ev'ry true delight 
Flourish only in thy sight ; 
And the sister Graces Three 
Owe, themselves, their youth to tbse, 
Without whom wo may possess 
Much, but never happiness. 
25* 
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TIIE ASTROLOGERS* 

Tr' Astrologers did all alike presage 
My uncle^it dying ih extreme old age, 
One only disagreed. But he was wise, 
And spoke not, till he heard the fun'xal cries. 



AN OLD WOMAN. 

Mtcilla dyed her locks, *tis iraid ) 

But 'tis a foul aspersion, 
She haya them black ; they thetefbrH UMA 

No subsequent immersion 



. ON mVALIDS. 

Far happier arc the dead, methinks, thaiitllttyy 
Who look for death, and fear it ev'ry day. 
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ON FLATtERERS. 

No mischief wottliier of our fett 

In nature can be found, 
Than flriondship, in ostent sincere 

But hollow and unsound, 
For Iall*d into a dangerous dreani) 

We close in*old a foe^ 
Who strikes, when most secure wo 

Th' inevitable blow. 



ON THE SWALLOW. 

Attick maid ! with honey fed, 

Bear*st thou to thy callow brooQ 

Yonder locust from the mead, 
Destined their delicious food I 

To have kindred voices clear, 
Te alike unfold the wing, 

Migrate hither, sojourn hero. 

Both attendant on the spring ! 

Ah ibr pity drop the prize ; 

Let it not, with truth, be said, 
That a songster gaeps and dtei^ 

That a songster may be fed. 
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LATE ACaUIRED WEALTH. 

Poor fn my youth, and in life's later scenei 
Rich to no end, I corse my natal hour : 

Who nauglit onjoy'd, while young, deny*d the 
And naui;ht, when old, enjoy 'd, deny'd the pow*r. 



on 
A TRUE FRIEND. 

Hast thou a fnend P Thou hast indeed 

A rich and large supply, 
Treasure to serve your ev'ry need. 

Well manag'd, till you die. 



A BATH, BY PLATO. 

Dir> Cytherea to the skies 
From this pellucid lymph arise .' 
Or was it Cytherea*s touch, 
When bathing here, that made it such. 
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A FOWLER, BY ISIODORUS. 

With seeds and birdlimo, from the desert nh^ 
Eumelus gnther'd free, timucrh scanty, fare. 
No lordly patron's hand he deign'd to kiss, 
Nor lux'ry knew, savo liberty, nor bliss. 
Thrice thirty years he ltv*cU aii4 to his heirs 
His seeds bequeathed, his birdlime, and his snaref. 



GN. NIOBE.. 

Charon! veeesve a fBimljrrQnrbesDdi. 

itself sufficient for tliy craajr. ynwl'*; 
Apollo and I^ana, for a word, 

Bjrioe too proudly spoken,, alnw i«rall. 



ON A GOOD MAN. 

Trav'ller, regret not me ; for thou shalt find 

Just cause of sorrow none in my decease. 
Who, dying, children^ children lefi, behind. 

And with one wife livM many years in peace : 
Three virtuous youths espoused my^ dtMgkUvm tim^ 

And ofl their infants in my bosom Iftjfi, 
Nor saw I one, of allderiv'd fi-om me». 

Touched with disease, or tom by deaUi awaj^ 
Theip duteous hands my funeral mUis b«!rtQw'4i • 

And me, by bltcmeless mannei« fitted weU. 
To seek it, sent tathe serene abode> 

WheM shaffes of pious mea&dr ey^r dvf^. 
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ON A MISER. 

Thet call thoe rich— I deom thee poor. 
Since, if thou dar'st not use thy store, 
But sav'st it only for thine heirs, 
The treasure ht not thine, but thoini. 



ANOTHER. 

A MiSKR, traversing his housei 
Espied, unusual there, a mousei 
And tliuB his uninvited f^ncntf 
Briskly inquisitive addressed : 
« Tell me, my dear, to what cause is it 
I owe tliis uhexpected visit ?" 
Tlio mouse her host obliquely ey'd, 
And smiling, nloasantly replied, 
" Fear not, good fellow, for your hoard * 
I come to lodge, and not to board." 



ANOTHER. 

Art thou some individual of a kind 
Long-liv'd by nature as the rook or hind ? 
Heap treasure then, for if thy need be such, 
Thou hast excuse, and scarce canst heap too much. 
But man thou seom'st, clear therefore froLi thy breast 
This lust of treasure — folly at the best ! 
For why shouldst thou go wasted to the tomb, 
To fatten with thy spoils thou know'st not whom I 
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FEMALE INCONSTANCY, 

Rich, thou hadst many lovers— poor hast nonC| 
80 Burely want extinguishes the flame ; 

And she who call'd thee once her pretty one, 
And her Adonis, now inquires thy name. 

Where wast thon bom, Sosicrates, and where 
In what strange country can thy parents live. 

Who seem'st, by thy compbints, not yet aware 
That want*8 a crime no woman can forgive ? 



THE GRASSHOPPER. 

Happy songster, pcrcli'd above, 
On the summit of the grove, 
"Whom a dew drop cheers to sing, 
With the freedom of a king. 
From thy perch survey the fields 
Where prolifick nature yields 
Nought, that, willingly as she, 
Man surrenders not to tliee. 
For hostility or hate, 
None thy pleasures can create. 
Thee it satisfies to sing 
Sweetly the return of spring, 
Herald uf the genial hours, 
Harming neither herbs nor flow'ta. 
Therefore man thy voice attends 
Gladly* thoa aad he am iiifiiidft i 
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Nor thy never ceasing strains 
Fhcehus or the muse disdains 
As too simple or too long, 
For themselves inspire the sdrig. 
Earth-born, bloodless, undecaying,' 
Ever singing, sporting, playing, 
What has nature else to show 
Godlike in his kind as thou ? 



ON HERMOCRATlA. 

Hermocratia nam*d save only one— 

Twice fifteen births I bore, and buried none t 
For neither Phoebus pierc'd my thriving joys, 

Nor Dian she my girls, or he my boys, 

But Dian rather, when my daughters lay 
In parturition, chas'd their pangs away. 
And all my sons, by Phoebus' bounty shar'd 
A vigorous ywithj by sickness unimpair'd. 
O Niobe ! far less prolifick ! see 
Thy boast against Latona sham*d by me ' 



FROM MENANDER. 

Fond youth ! who dreann'st, that hoarded gflid 

Is needful, not alone to pay 
For all thy various items sold, 

To serve the wants of every -day ; 

Bread, vinegar and oil, soid moat, 
For sav*ry <^iands seasoned high ; 

But somewhat more important yet— - 
I toU libee wluU it owwot }Bmj^ 
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No treasare, hadst thou more amass'd, 

Than fante to Tantalus assigned, 
Woald save thee from a tomb at last, 

But thou must leave it all behind. 

I give thee, therefore, counsel wise 
Confide not vainly in thy store, 

' However large much less despise 

Others comparatively poor , 

Bat in thy more exalted state 

A just and equal temper show. 
That all who see thee rich and great 

May deem thee worthy to be so. 



PALLAS, BATHING. 

FltOM A HTMN OF CALLIMAGHlDt. 

Nob oils of balmy scent prodaee, 
Nor mirror for Minerva's uhc, 
To nymphs who lave her ; she, a^rAy^t 
In genuine beauty scorns their aid. 
Not even when they lefl the skies 
To seek on Ida's head the prize 
From Paris' hand, did Juno deign. 
Or Pallas in the crystal plain 
Of Simois* stream her locks to tracei 
Or in the mirror's polished face. 
Though Venus ofl with anzioua caro 
Adjusted twice a single hair. 



,y Google 



(302) 



TO DEMOSTHENES, 

It flatters and deceives tliy view, 
This niirror of ill polieh'd ore ; 

For wore it just, and told thee true, 

Thou wouldst consult it never more. 



05 A 

SIMILAR CHARACTER. 

Vov give your cheeks a rosy stain. 
With washes die your hair, 

Bui paint and washes both are vain 
To give a youthful air. 

Tbxmfi wrinkles mock your daily toil, 
No labour will eiface *em, 

Tou wear a mask of smoothest oil, 
Tet still with ease we trace *em. 

An art BO fruitless then forsake, 

Which though ycu nmch excel in, 
(You never can contri^'e to make 
^ Old iJocuba young llolen 
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ON AN UGLY FELLOW. 

Beware, my frirnd ! of cryptal brook. 
Or fountain, lest that hideous hook, 

Thy nose, thou chance to see ; 
Narcissus* fate would then l>e thine, 
And self-detested thou wouldst pino ; 

As self-enamour'd he. 



A BATTERED BEAUTY. 

IIair, wax, rouge, honey, teeth, you buy 

A multifarious store ! 
A mask at once would all supply, 

Nor would it cost you more. 



ON A THIEF. 

Whem AuIus, the noctnral thief, made ] 
Of Hermes, swift-wing'd envoy of the skies, 
Hermes, Arcadia's king, the thief divine. 
Who, when an infant, stole Apollo's kiue. 
And whom, as arbiter and overseer 
Of oar gymnastick sports, we planted heris ; 
<* Hermes," he cried, " you meet no new disaster 
Ofltimes the pupil goes beyond his master." 
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ON PEDIGREE. 

FROM EPlCtlAliXtJI. 

BIt mother, iTtlimi l.-vve mO) name no mottt 
My noble birth ! Sonnding at every breath 
My noble birth ! thou ktH'st me. Thither Ay^ 
As to tlieir only refuge, all fVom whom 
Nature withholds all good besides ; they boast 
Their noble birth, conduct us to the tombs 
Of their forefathers, and fVem Uge to age 
Ascending, trumpet thoir illustrious race : 
But whom hast thou beheld, or canst thou name> 
Deriv'd from no forefather P Such a man 
Lives not ; for how could such be born at all ? 
And if it chunce, that native of a land 
Far distant, or in infancy dcpri\ 'd 
Of all his kindred, one, who eMt^Ml traioe 
His origin, exist, why deem him sprung 
From baser ancestry th« ii theirs, who cam f 
y[y mother ! he, whom naturie at liis birth 
Endow'd w^^h virtuous qualities, although 
An iEthiop auu a slave, is nobly born. 



ON ENVY. 

TttY toys the Thcban btri. 
From my wishes I discard j 
Envy, let me rather be, 
Eather far a theme for thfM t 
^ity to distress is shown, 
Envy to the great alene-^ 
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So the Theban — But to shine 
Less conspicuooB be mine ! 
I prefer the golden mean 
Pomp and penury between ; 
For alarm and peril wait 
Ever on the loiliest state, 
And tho lowest, to the end. 
Obloquy and scorn attend. 



BY PHILEMON. 

OvT we enhance our ills by discontent, 
And give them bulk, beyond what nature meant. 
A parent, brother, friend deceased, to cry— 
" He*8 dead indeed, but he was born to die—" 
Such temperate grief is suited to the size 
And burthen of the loss ; is just and wise. 
But to exclaim, *^ Ah ! wherefore was 1 boniy 
" Thus to be left, for ever thus forlorn r*' 
Who thus laments his loss invites distress, 
And magnifies a wo that might be less, 
Through dull despondence to his lot resign'di 
And leavmg reason's remod/ behind. 
26« 
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BY MOSCHUS. 

I SLiPT, when Venus entered : to my bed 
A Cupid in her beauteous hand she led, . 
A bashful seeming boy, and thus she said ; 

** Shepherd, receive my little one ! I bring 
An untaught love, whom thou must teach to sing." 
She said, and lefl him. I suspecting nought, 
Many a sweet strain my subtle pupil taught, 
How reed to reed Pan first with osier bound. 
How Pallas form'd the pipe of softest sound, 
How Hermes gave the lute, and how the choir 
Of Phsbus owe to Phoebus* self the lyre. 
Such were my themes; my themes nought heeded li«| 
But ditties sang of am'rous sort to me. 
The pangsi, that mortals and immortals prove 
From Venus* influence, and the darts of love. 
Thus was the teacher by the pupil taught ; 
His lessons 1 retained, and mine forgot. 
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EPrGRAMS, 

TRANSLATED FROM THE LATIN OF OWEN. 



IN IGNORANTEM ARROGANTEM LlNUM 

Captivum, Line, to tenet ignorantia daplez. 
Scis nihil, et nescis te quoque scire nihil. 

ON ONE IGNORANT AND ARROGANT. 

Thou mayest of double i^Vance boast. 
Who know'st not, that thou nothing know'st. 



PRUDENS SIMPLIdTAS. 

Ut nolli nocuisse veMa, Imitare columbam : 
Serpentem, ut possit nemo Mcere tibi. 

PRUDENT SIMPLICITY. 

That thou mayest injure no man, dove-like be, 
And serpent-like, that none may injure thee ! 

AD AMICUM PAUPEREM. 

Est male nunc ? Utinam in pejus sors omnia yefttt ; 
Succedunt summis optima sepe malis. 

TO A FRIEND IN DISTRESS. 

1 1IVI1H thy lot, now bad, still Wolne, my friMid } 
For when at wont tMy liy, tbiiigs ftiwiyi ttosd. 
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Omicia me ilnm junior essem, scire pntabam : 
Qao scio plus, hoc me nunc scio scire minus 

^ When little more than boy in age, 
I deem'd myself almost a sage ; 
But now scorn worthier to be styl'd 
For ignorance — almost a child. 



LBX TALIONIS. 

Majorum nunquam, Aule. Icgis monumenta tuoram 
* Mirum est, posteritas si tua scripta legat. 

RETALIATION. 

Ths works of ancient bards divine, 

Aulus, thou scorn 'st to road ; 
And should posterity read thine, 

It would be strange indeed ' 

DE ORTU ET OCCASU. 

8oti oriente, tui reditus a morte memento ! 
Sis memor occasus, sole cadente, tui ! 



SUNSET AND SUNRISE. 

Contemplate, when the sun declinesy 
Thy death, with deep reflection ; 

And when again he rising shines. 
Thy day of r«sarrtction I 
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TRANSLATIONS 

FROM 

THE FABLES OF GA1% 

LEPUS MULTIS AMICUS. 

IhTsus «micilia est, iini nisi dedita, ceu fit} 
Simpiice ai nexus fflcdere, lusus amor. 

Incerto genitore pner, non soepe paterniB 
Tutamen novit, deliciasque domus : 

Quique sibi fidos foro multos sperat amicoSy 
'Mkam est, huic miscro si feral uUus ttpem. 

Comis erat, mitisque, et nolle et vclle paratttli 

Cum quo vis, Gail more niodoque, Lepus. 
nie, quot in sylvis, et quot spatiantur in a^lris 

Quadruped es, norat conciliare sibi ; 
£t quisque innocuo, invitoque lacossere quetiqmUli 

Labra tenus saltern fidus amicus crat. 
Ortum sub lucis dum pressa cubilia linquit, 

Rorantes herboii, pabula sueta, petens, 
Vonatorum audit clangores pone scquenttlttt, 

Fulmineumque sonum territus erro Higit. 
Corda pavor pulsat, sursum sedet, eri^t aure^i 

Respicit, et sentit jam prope adesse neceqi. 
Utque canes fallal late circum vagus., iUuc, 

Undo abiit, mira calliditate redit ; 
Viribus at fractis tandem se projicit tiltfo 

In media miserum semianimemque via. 
Vix ibi stratus, cqui sonitum pedis audit, et, oh spd 

Quam la.ta adventu cor agitatur equi ! 
Dorbum (inquit) mihi, chare, tuum conc6de/ttl6qit6 

Auzilio nares fallere, vimque Canum. 
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Me meas, ut nosti, pes prodit Mus amicizs 

P^ert -quodcunque lubens, nee grave sentit, onue. 
Belle miselle lepuscule, (equus respondet) amara 

Omnia quae tibi sunt^ sunt et amara milii. 
Verum age — sume animos — multi, me pone, boniqae 

Advoniunt, quorum sis cito salvus ope. 
Prurimus armcnti dominus bos soUicitatus 

Auxilium his verbis su dare posse negat. 
Quando quadrupedum, quot vivunt, nuUus amiciim 

Me nescire potest usque fuisse tibi. 
Libertato equus, quam cedit amicus amico, 

Utar, ct absque metu ne tibi displiceam ; 
Hinc me mandat amor. Juxta istum messis acerrom 

Me mea, prie cunctis chara, juvenca manet ; 
Et quis non ultro qufBCunquc negotia linquit, 

Pareat ut domints, cum vocat ipsa, sus P 
Neu me crudelem dicas — discedo — sed hircus, 

Cujus ope efTugtas integer, hircus adest. [langaent * 
Fehrem (ait hircus) habes. Heu, sicca ut luuina 

Utque caput, coUo deficiente, jacct ! 
Hirsutum mihi tergum ; et forsan IsBserit legnim, 

Vellere oris melius fultus, ovisque venit. 
Me mihi fecit onus natura, ovis inquit, anhelans 

Sustineo lame pondera tanta mete ; 
Me nee velocem nee fortem jacto, solentque 

Nos etiam sosvi dilacerare canes. 
Ultimus acceUit vitulus, vitulumque precatur 

Ut periturum alias ocyus eripiat. 
Roinne ego, respondet vitulus, suscepero tantanii 

Hon deprilsus adhuc ubero, natus heri ? 
Te, quern maturi canibus validique relinquunty 

Incolumoui pot^ro reddere parvus ego .' 
Pra*tcrua tullcus quem illi aversantur, amicifl 

Furto parum videar consuluisse meis. 
Ignoscas oro. Fidissima dissociantur 

Corda, et talc tibi sat liquet esse meum. 
Eccc autcm ad calces canis est ! te quanta perempto 

Tristitia est nobis ioiiruitura ! Vale ! 
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AVARUS ET PLUTUS. 

IcTA fenestra Furi flatu stridcbat, avarus 

£x somno trepidus surgit, opunique memor. 
Lata Bilenter nunii ponit vestigia, quomque 

Respicit ad sonitum lespiciensque treinit ; 
AngustisRima quicque foramina lanipade visit. 

Ad vectes, obicos, fcrtque rcfertquo manum. 
Dein resierat crebris junctam compagibus arcam 

Ezultansque omnes conspicit intus opes. 
Sed tandem fariis ultricibus actus ob artes * 

Queis sua res tenuis crcvcrat in cumulum. 
Contortis manibus nunc stat, nunc pectora pulsans^ 

Aurum ozecratur, perniciemque vocat ; 
O mihi, ait, misero mens quam tranquilla fuisset, 

Hoc celasset adhuc si modo terra malum ! 
Nunc autem virtus ipsa est venalis ; et aurum 

Quid contra vitii termina ssva valet ? 
O inimicum aurum ! O homini infestissima pestis, 

Cui'datur illecebras vincere posse tuas? 
Auruui liomines suasit contcnmere quicquid honeitaxii 
est, 

Et prster nomen nil retinere boni 
Aurum cuncta mali per terras seniina Bparsit'; 

Aurum nocturnis furibus arma dediL 
BoIIa docet fortes, timidosque ad pessima ducit. 

Faedifra<ra8 artes, multiplicesquc dolos, 
Nee vitii quicquam est, quod non inveneris ortam 

Ex malesuada auri sacrilegaquo fame 
Dixit ot ingemuit ; Plutusque suum sibl numon 

Ante oculos, ira fervidus, ipse stetit. 
Arcam clausit avarus, et ora borrentia rugiB 

Ostendens ; tremulum sic Deus increpuit. 
Questibus his rauciii mihi cur, stulte, opstiepi* aOTM? 

IiU iui linulitf triitia quisque canit 
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Commaculavi egone humanum genus, improbe ? Culpa, 

Dum rapis, et capias omnia, culpa tua est. 
Mone execrandum censes, quia tam pretiosa 

Criminibus fiunt pernicioaa tuis ? 
Virtutis specie, pulchro ceu pallio amictus 

Quisque catus nebulo sordida facta tegit. 
Atque sais manibus commissa pott^ntia, durum 

Et dirum subito vergit ad iniperium. 
Hinc, nimium dum latro &urum detrudit in arcam, 

Idem aurum latet in pectore postis edax. 
Nutrit avaritiam et fastum, suspendorc adunco 

Suadet naso inopes, et vitium orane docet« 
Auri et larga probo si copia contigit, instar 

Roris dilapsi ex ODtbere cuncta beat : 
Tuiii, quasi numen inesset, alit, fovit, educat orboQi 

£t viduas lacrymis ora rigare vetat 
Quo sua crimina jure auro derivot avarus, 

Aurum arumoe pretium qui cupit atque capit ? 
Lege pari gladium incuset sicarius atrox 

Ceso hojcomo, ei ferrum judicet esse, reum. 



PAPILIO ET LIMAX. 

Qui subito ex imis rerum in fastigia sui^t^ 
MatiTa»M»r4<Mi| qaicquid agatur, olet. 
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